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'Y former little volume was very cordially 
If received by my friends, many of whom 
have since sent me flattering written ac- 
knowledgments. I now lay another offering' 
before them ; having gathered up some more of the 
scattered products of my pen. 

A re-perusal of my prose contributions to the press, 
of a " long time ago," has afforded me much pleasure, 
and I have culled from them a fasciculus, which I hope 
will not prove unacceptable. Some parts of it have 
an abiding interest; others, circumstances have com- 
bined to make again seasonable ; while still others are 
reproduced with the simple object of amusement. 

I wrote much during the year 1840, but my essays 
at that time were mostly political ; drawn forth by the 
exciting presidential contest between Harrison and Van 
Buren. I engaged in the fray with all the ardor that 
a young hand and an earnest heart afforded me; but, 
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as the issues of that period no longer interest the read- 
er, I commence my selections with the calamitous ac- 
cession of Tyler. The country is again suffering, 
through the treachery of an accidental President; I 
have therefore brought forward two political articles 
from the many which I then wrote — one, of a bur- 
lesque, the other, of a serious, character. A Work- 
ing-man's party was also hatched at that time, which 
ran its little course, and then died. We have now an- 
other, and its fate will be similar. I argued against 
the party then, and, with slight alterations, the same 
argument will suit the present day ; for that reason it is 
inserted. — How strange, that we seem obliged ever to 
move in the same circle ; the errors of one generation 
giving no warning to the next — certain recurring dis- 
tances still bringing back similar trains of circumstan- 
ces, which result as they did before, in spite of former 
experience. Let us yet hope that the world ia pro- 
gressing in the right, although we may not be able to 
discern it. 

All of the articles in this volume have already ap- 
peared in print, some accompanied with very flattering 
editorial comments ; but I leave the reader to form his 
own opinion of each one, without any prompting what- 
ever. The selections are made from a mass of papers 
dating back so far as 1841. 

The five short essays on musical subjects were written 
for the *' Musical Instructor," a Pittsburgh monthly, 
during the year 1852, and if they had any value, are 
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jnst as seasonable now as when written. The complaint 
against corporations is also as timely now as then, and 
is therefore included, with the hope that it may touch 
the consciences of some, and improve their conduct. 

As in my former book I deviated in one instance into 
prose, so in this one, to strike the balance, I allow my 
pen once to sprout into rhyme. 

To insure a proper understanding of the articles, 
they mostly have their dates appended. 

Last year's volume was dedicated and presented to 

"my children, relatives and friends/' — and this, its 

prose companion, has the same destination, with the 

high regards of 

A. F. M. 

Pittsburgh, Oct. 1868. 
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BEILLIAITT INTELLECTUAL PEEIODS. 



It has been a disputed question as to which age of 
the world is entitled to pre-eminence in intellectuality. 
The subject is curious, and according as the studies of 
the individual may have been directed, so will he be 
inclined to give his judgment in favor of one period or 
of another. — To him whose delight has been the pages 
of the Old Testament, a strong bias in favor of some of 
the earliest ages of the world will be exhibited, and 
the time when astronomy was cultivated by the Chal- 
deans, the immediate descendants of Noah, will be tri- 
umphantly pointed to as that, above all others, in 
which the human mind displayed its greatest activity. 
Another, deeply imbued with the colossal remains of 
Egyptian greatness, will just as strenuously insist that 
at no period before nor since has a parallel to its best 
age been exhibited. A third, more modern in his 
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10 The Fasciculus. 

views, will with due deference submit that Greece, in 
her period of greatest exaltation, the perfecter of sculp- 
ture, architecture, poetry and painting, is fairly entitled 
to the pre-eminence; whilst still another comes forward 
and claims for Rome the meed of praise a*3 the grand 
illuminator of the world. 

To these different periods and peoples might be added 
others, by the curious antiquary, with reasonably strong 
claims to the honor of intellectual greatness } some of 
which the superficial reader might perhaps laugh at as 
altogether fabulous, but the more deeply versed in his- 
tory would accord them a considerable degree of merit. 

Etruria, blotted out and lost, secreted in the earth a 
few pieces of her pottery, which have latterly been ex- 
humed. Her shade now asks of us a recognition of 
her greatness. We examine her ware, and acknowledge 
that the people who could fashion such masterpieces of 
art must have been truly imbued with intellectuality. — 
Ancient Ireland, from the mists of many centuries, 
beckons us to pause and take her word for it that while 
the Picts and Scots, the Grauls and Lombards, were 
roaming their native wilds in their wild native state, 
she was the land of learning and politeness. — When the 
religion of Mahomet had become perfectly established 
in Asia and Africa, and the city of Bagdad had risen 
as the centre of the system, the caliphs gradually 
threw off the fanaticism which in earlier days led on 
the hosts of the Prophet, with the sword in one hand 
and the Koran in the other; and with an enlarged 
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spirit they pressed forward in the paths of science and 
art. To quote the words of an eloquent author : *' In 
the luxurious reigns of the caliphs Almodhi, Alraschid 
and Almamoun, some of the most illustrious princes of 
the house of Abbas, while the Christian world was 
sunk in the barbarism and ignorance which marked 
the feudal times, and their kings and chieftains could 
neither write nor read, the Arabians rivaled the Ro- 
mans of the Augustan period in learning and genius^ 
and excelled them in elegance of manners and refined 
splendor." 

Here then we have the Arabs putting forth claims 
of the most undoubted and weighty description, but 
which a skimmer of history might be disposed to stig- 
matize as sheer fable. Then look at the Moors in 
Spain. Literature and the arts flourished, and the gor- 
geous precincts of the Alhambra resounded with the 
notes of wisdom, which were only hushed by the utter 
rout of that people from the sunny land they illumined 
for near a thousand years. 

The Italian states then rose like meteors, and -intellect 
shone in literature, arts and arms, gradually extending 
its light through the thick darkness of the surrounding 
nations, until its beams at length were revealed to the 
admiring gaze of the world. 

In this hasty sketch of periods of intellectual dis- 
tinction, some have been omitted which might with 
great propriety have been added, such as the China and 
India of antiquity. The annals of those countries 
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show that in times long past, the arts and sciences were 
much in advance of what they are now, among the 
same people ; and these annals are corroborated in part 
by stupendous remains of art in places where the present 
occupants are in total ignorance of their original objects 
or the times of their erection. 

A sad reflection is suggested by the obliviousness of 
those who occupy the ground where grand but moul- 
dering piles have been erected by their progenitors* 
Intelligence and industry went hand in hand, and reared 
structures intended to convey to the latest ages the 
greatness of their builders. Alas ! they are like noble 
monuments over the graves of departed worth. The 
names, titles and virtues of those to whose memory 
they were erected, are deeply engraved in the polished 
marble, but Time, who first washes away the tears of 
the mourners, at length washes out the last trace of the 
inscriptions, and leaves the bare columns for future 
ages to gaze upon, and to wonder why they stand there. 

Can it be that the future shall be like the past ? Is 
the world forever to exhibit a flow and ebb of know- 
ledge, as it has done heretofore ? Are we to be tossed 
about on the ever moving sea, now at the giddiest 
height of the wave, and anon deeply sunk and undis- 
tinguishable in the chaos of waters ? 

In my opinion, the partial illuminations which for- 
merly flickered over some favored spot of the wide 
world, whilst all the rest was enveloped in palpable 
darkness, are no longer to tantalize humanity. While 
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the words of wisdom could find no vehicle more reliable 
than the bark of trees or the skins of sheep, upon which 
to inscribe themselves, and no means of multiplying 
duplicates more expeditiously than by the slow hand of 
the penman, the thirst for knowledge must indeed have 
been great to accomplish even what was done ; but the 
poor were necessarily at all times excluded from even 
the rudiments of that wisdom which could only be pur- 
chased by much money. The poor, who in all countries 
comprise the mass of the people, were debarred from 
tasting at the wells where knowledge was poured out 
only for the few ; and the multitude, from whom mighty 
reinforcements to the army of intellect might have 
been constantly enlisted, under more favorable circum- 
stances, were led about at the will of their masters — 
the willing vassals of some mighty robber or the serfs 
of some rural lord. As a proof of how entirely the 
villains, as they were called, were yet under the domi- 
nation of the lords, even in enlightened England, so 
late as three centuries ago, I quote from the " Termes 
of the Lawes,'' of the date of 15G7, as follows : 

" The lord may rob his villein, boat and chastice at his 
wyll, saue onolye that hee may not may me hym, for then 
hee shall haue appello of may me against him !" 

Ha! ha! merry England. The poor man shall 
have " appelle of may me" against his lord, if he go so 
far as to dismember him! But wo should not laujrh. 
In some other lands not far from England, the lords 
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might at that time do as they pleased with their vil- 
lains, regardless of the terrors of " appelle of mayme." 

The principle of the inherent equality of man had 
been so long trampled under foot, that it appeared as 
though perverted nature had at last assented to the 
degradation of the masses, and that they were bom 
with the brand of servitude upon their bodies, and the 
curse of everlasting sterility upon their minds. Some 
mighty influence then was required to break in upon 
this monstrous condition of the world ; to bring it back 
to the simplicity of primeval times, and to assert the 
inalienable right of each human soul to the dignity of 
equality with its fellows. 

At length this tremendous power, more potent over 
the moral world than the lever of Archimedes over the 
physical, was discovered by some obscure Germans — 
and the Divine Art of Printing was heralded forth to 
a benighted world ! 0, thou greatest boon that the 
combined wisdom of man could imagine — thou conser- 
vator of all that is excellent on earth — thou mightiest 
conqueror in all the world — thou destroyer of tyranny 
— thou sun of the moral firmament, which shineth more 
and more unto the perfect day, when the whole world 
shall be enlightened by thy rays — speed thou the time 
when Intellect shall rule supreme, and all things 
else be subject to it!! 

Under the operation of the printing press opinion 
as well as dogma forced its way before the public, and 
all sorts of subjects began to be discussed in the arena 
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of the world, instead of the cloister. Then the mys- 
teries of nature began to be investigated with fresh 
ardor, and whole hosts of enquirers came on the track, 
with a keenness of appetite that success only sharpened 
for further investigation. Science became established 
on an immutable foundation, and reared her altars hea- 
venward, at whose pure flame the innumerable votaries 
of Art have lighted their torches and carried them 
forth into the world, where they are producing the 
most magical changes and improvements. No sooner 
do we become restive under the slow pace of traveling 
which formerly contented the world, than Steam comes 
forward, and with a hiss and a snort takes us over land 
or water, with a never-flagging speed that leaves all else 
behind. Does the transmission of thought find even 
that method too tedious. Electricity flings away her 
thunders, and offers her best services for our more 
speedy accommodation; we accept, and in a flash our 
message is gone a thousand miles. Do we exhibit dis- 
content with the paintings which transmitted to pos- 
terity the often inaccurate and distorted features of 
individuals, Daguerre opportunely appears, and presents 
us with our pictures, perfect as the mirror's reflection, 
and quick as impatience itself can demand. — The pho- 
tographic art is destined to be to the visible world what 
printing is to thought — the endless multiplier of perfect 
copies. Thus knowledge will be made permanent and 
all-pervading. 

A thousand arts, dependent upon the most delicate 
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operations in chemistry, or the profoundest studies of 
the philosopher, have been contributed to the public 
convenience ; and thousands more are yet lying in em- 
bryo, which the multitudes of experimenters will bring 
forth as fast as they are needed. The invisible and 
imponderable gases, whose very existence was until 
recently unknown, are being made the servants of man, 
and will ere long take the places now occupied by many 
of the gross substances that yet minister to our wants, 
but which the cravings of a higher intellectuality are 
ready to discard. Steam itself will soon be banished, 
and electric power propel the ship, draw the gigantic 
car, or wield the ponderous hammer, with the might of 
a legion of giants, but the docility of an infant. Even 
now, the regions of air are no longer exclusive to the 
beautiful feathered creation, and the depths of ocean 
are startled by the tread of men in armor. 

In fine, man, to whom the whole earth was given, is 
just becoming acquainted with the treasures which 
Providence has so long kept in store for him, and the 
universal cultivation of the intellectual faculties, through 
the all-pervading influence of the Press, will go on un- 
til he shall have achieved all the knowledge of which 
his nature is capable. Then may he with some propriety 
view himself as but " a little lower than the angels" — 
a position from whence he can never more descend into 
the darkness of intellectual degradation. 

1850. 
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FOEOE OF LAMUAGE. 



There is a iiDgering feeling abroad among men, that 
fine writing is that style wherein the figurative predom- 
inates, and where plain, straight -forward narrative 
hardly finds a place. I think that the mass of mankind, 
in all ages, have imagined this to be the highest style 
of eloquence, under the mistaken view that it was of 
very difficult attainment, being so different from the 
ordinary form of colloquial speech. To this I reply 
that there is a tendency in the mind, when making an 
effort at display, to use whatever auxiliaries may be 
within reach, to give it effect; precisely as the savage 
endeavors to ornament his person by the addition of 
colors and shells, or to strike terror into his enemies by 
clothing himself in shaggy skins and projecting horns. 

However much this style may be improved by genius 
and experience, it still shows its origin to be low, and 
its power over the heart and the understanding must 
suffer in a comparison with the chaste and touching 
manner which addresses itself immediately to the heart, 
without the intervention of figures. 

It is in my opinion much easier to excel in a figurative 
style than in one which, discarding ornament, attains to 
precision and force by vigor of thought and lucidness 
of description. The first, although certainly an intel- 
lectual effort, still retains so much of the grossness of 
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the material world, that we cannot read a line without 
feeling its influence, whilst the other, divesting itself 
of mortality, speaks to our souls face to face. 

The sacred writings of the Old Testament are filled 
with figures, showing a versatility of application truly 
surprising. Some of these are the most ancient that 
the world now contains, and may be adduced as proof 
that the allegorical is the most readily acquired style of 
composition. One or two examples may suffice. Isaiah 
says: 

" Fear not, thou worm, Jacob, and ye men of Israel ; I 
will help thee, saith the Lord, and thy Kedeemer, the Holy 
One of Israel. Behold, I will make Ihee a new, sharp 
threshing instrument, having teeth ; thou shalt thresh the 
mountains, and beat them small, and shalt make the hills as 
chaff. Thou shalt fan them, and the wind shall carry them 
away, and the whirlwind shall scatter them : and thou 
shalt rejoice in the Lord." 

In Deuteronomy, Joseph is described in the following 
curious manner: 

" His glory is like the firstling of his bullock, and his 
horns are like the horns of unicorns : with them he shall 
push the people together to the ends of the earth." 

The blind poet of Pagan antiquity exhibits the per- 
fection of power in the grouping of figures, and for his 
pains is rather dubiously complimented by Pope, in 
this wise : 

" How fertile will that imagination appear, which was 
able to clothe all the properties of elements, the qualities of 
the mind, the virtues and vices, in forms and persons ; and 
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to introduce them into actions agreeable to the nature of the 
things they shadowed. This is a field in which no succeed- 
ing poets could dispute with Homer, and whatever com- 
mendations have been allowed them on this head, are by no 
means for their invention for having enlarged the circle, 
hut for their judgment in having contracted itl^^ 

A single extract, taken almost at random, from his 

Hymns to the Gods, may suffice to show his style. In 

his invocation to Mars, he says : 

" Hail ! King of valorous deeds and warlike fire, 

The son of victory, and yet the sire ; 

That turns't and winds 't through heaven thy flaming team, 

Throned in thy golden car of various beam. 

The third among the seven bright stars that run 

Their fiery spheres around the blazing sun.'* 

While the standard of taste acknowledged nothing 
superior to this figurative method of conveying thought, 
there could not be much general advancement in the 
condition of the world. Every species of knowledge 
was obscured by the language through which it was 
imparted. We therefore mourn the loss of a large 
portion of the world's history — that portion now called 
the fabulous ages. Much of this is written, but it 
might as well not be, for we are unable to reduce its style 
to the soberness of plain narrative. Then look at an- 
cient Egypt, the land where science and art flourished 
whilst the rest of the world was still struggling with 
the original denizens of the forest for the mastery. 
There, order and industry held sway for a long succes- 
Bion of ages. Men tilled the ground ; they pursued all 
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the numerous mechanic arts which produce the com- 
forts and luxuries of life ; they bought and sold ; they 
made the air vocal with music; they studied the exact 
sciences; they named the heavenly bodies, and noted 
their times and seasons; and they built themselves ma- 
jestic cities and temples on the earth, and magnificent 
tombs beneath it, wherein they expected their bodies 
to lie forever, unchanged, whilst their names, stations 
and virtues, deeply engraven in the adamant around 
them, in all future ages should teach the world that 
they had lived and done many mighty things. But 
alas ! with all their wisdom, they had neglected one 
thing, which has baffled all their longings after an im- 
mortality here on earth — they had failed to write in a 
language intelligible to other people. They multiplied 
figure upon figure. First, their ideas (as has been 
proved by ChampoUion and others,) were conveyed in 
highly figurative language; and secondly, they used the 
figures of beasts and other common objects to represent 
letters, in such a way as to make the task of decypher- 
ing them hopeless to the rude nations of their times. 

And so other nations have risen, flourished for a sea- 
son and fallen ; their only preserved memorials being 
embalmed in a fable or a song. 

In the lapse of many ages, some few authentic wri- 
tings had been given to the world, unobscured by style, 
which, struggling against the tide of fable, have safely 
reached our times — but the prevalence of chaste, una- 
dorned composition, has been of quite modern date. 



The Fasciculus. 21 

Tlie hyperbolical not only prevailed in the East, where 
it yet maintains its ground, but in Europe, until within 
a few centuries, much of the writing was about as plain 
as the jargon of the alchemists, of which a specimen 
from the once famous Dr. Dee may be given. He is 
explaining the manner in which the powder of trans- 
mutation is to be made — the powder being represented 
as a green lion. Hear him: " In the green lion's bed 
the sun and moon are born, they are married, and beget 
a kiDg; the king feeds on the lion's blood, which is the 
king's father and mother, who are at the same time his 
brother and sister!" He immediately afterwards ex- 
presses his fear that he has been too explicit in his 
teaching ! 

Historical truths were so violently distorted by the 
mode in which they were set forth, that they soon be- 
came merg'ed into fable ; and ballads, containing one 
grain of truth to a bushel of imagination, have now to 
be sifted by the grave historian who aims at accuracy 
in his labors. Of the renowned British king Arthur, 
and his Knights of the Round Table, the whole history 
is doubted, although they have had many to celebrate 
their exploits both in prose and verse. It is believed 
by the common people that the king still lives, on the 
strength of a prophecy by the enchanter Merlin, who 
" sayd that his death shall be doubteous ] and sayd soth, 
for men thereof yet have doubte, and shall forever 
more; for men wyt not whether that he lyveth or is 
dede." 

3 
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A host of other ballads, that have been popular in 
England for centuries, such as "Sir Patrick Spens," 
** Sir Aldingar/' and others, are occasionally the sub- 
jects of contention, among historians who endeavor to 
fix some period or locality by their aid. 

It is only since " beauty unadorned" has succeeded 
in establishing her claims as the true standard, that the 
world has made such immense progress in the various 
branches of knowledge ; exploring all the hidden 
things, which, through rolling ages, at intervals scin- 
tillated against the minds of the wise, but were instantly 
consigned again to their original darkness. The exper- 
imentum crucu is now the ordeal through which all 
knowledge must pass, before it will be treated with 
respect by the world; and every species of eloquence 
— whether to convince the understanding, to enlist the 
affections, or to mend the heart — must derive its force 
from the truth of its views and the simplicity of its 
structure. I849. 
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OUE OOTHTTET * 



Time's noblest offspring is the last. — Beskelet. 

Next to the pride that we feel in the good fortune 
of our own particular family, comes that which dwells 
with delight on the greatness of our country. A rigid 
philosophy might repudiate the feeling of pride of 
country as incompatible with the higher and nobler 
one of love to the whole human race ; but as the world 
jogs there are but few men to be found who have at- 
tained to that comprehensive charity, and probably 
there will not be many until the advent of the millennial 
age. However we may reason upon the subject in the 
abstract, and convince our understandings of the right- 
eousness of good will to all men, no sooner does our 
country get into a position of hostility to some other, 
than our love begins to shrink, and rapidly contracts 
until the boundaries on a map of the United States 
can very accurately trace its dimensions. 

This feeling of national pride appears very reasonable 
to ti8, who occupy a land favored above all others in 

* The mighty strides to greatness \vhich our country had already made, at 
the period when this essay was written, about nineteen years ago, led the 
writer to hazard some guesses, that may appear almost prophetic in the 
light of the present day. The rail road connections with the Pacific are 
now nearly complete — the steam ships travel back and forth on the wide 
western ocean — and it w;aB but just the other day that an imposing em- 
bassy, fresh from the Flowery Land, arrived at Washington, and made their 
appeal to us that they might be made participants in the advantages of a 
brotherhood of countries ; after a seclusion from the outside world of 
thousands of years — to us, the youngest born of nations ! ! 
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the magnitude of its features — its immense lines of sea 
coast ; its vast lakes ; its gigantic ranges of mountains ; 
its rivers of every grade, and its soils fitted for the 
productions of every clime. When we cast our eyes 
abroad and perceive the unceasing energy of a great 
people, spreading far and wide over this expanse of 
land and water, intent upon reducing the wilderness to 
the order and symmetry of comfortable homes, we can- 
not resist the feeling that such a country, peopled by 
such men, deserves to be loved above all others. This 
surprising state of contented activity has its origin in 
the perfection of our government. 

The progress of the world of matter and the world 
of man have been very similar. From a state of chaos 
the earth has undergone many changes: some slow, 
such as the wearing away of the solid rock, by the 
constant dripping of the unconscious water ; others, by 
the mighty upheavings of mountains and the sudden 
rendings of the firm earth. These changes, whether 
slow or fast, were still designed to accomplish one great 
object, which was the reduction of the entire mass to 
a condition fitted to the use and happiness of humanity. 

Just so has it fared with man. He has been under- 
going changes for many ages. From the period when 
a few mighty ones viewed all the people of the earth 
as their slaves, and did with them as they chose, there 
have been changes, sometimes silent and slow, but anon 
sudden uprisings of a whole people have shaken the 
throne of a tyrant into the dust, and ameliorated their 
oppressed condition. By these repeated efforts the 
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world of humanity has been rising, until as a final 
result we see a government established on this virgin 
soil, which represents the will and majesty of the people 
— ^and all the imperfect ones throughout the world 
must at last sink, and be superseded by the new and 
perfect. 

Some wise men predicted long ago the growth of a 
mighty nation in the new world, but not one of them 
appears to have foreseen that that empire should in 
turn become the beacon light to the enthralled nations 
of the old, through the storm of revolution, to inde- 
pendence and self-government ; yet such has proved to 
be the case in some instances already, and will doubt- 
less before long prove true of all. 

The political convulsions of Europe, originating in 
our happy form of government, still add new strength 
to us, through the ceaseless emigration of the oppressed, 
who again react upon those they leave behind, by the 
glowing accounts they transmit, of comfort and freedom 
in their new home. Thus agitation continues, gathering 
new force at each rebound, until equal laws shall give 
peace and quiet to all the world. 

A writer in the " London Magazine," signing him- 
self *' Rationalis," in the issue for November, 1765, 
holds the following strikingly prophetic language : 

" Little doubt can be entertained that this vast country 
[the thirteen British colonies in North America,] will in 
time become the greatest and most prosperous empire that 
perhaps the world has ever seen. The earth is well known 

3* 
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to contain abundance of mines, and probably of every spe- 
cies that can be said to enrich a country ; so likewise, in 
time, all products "whatever may be expected from its soil. 
***** In twenty-five years their num- 
bers will probably have grown from two millions to four, 
in fifty years to eight, in seventy-five years to sixteen, and 
in an hundred years to thirty-two millions ; which is such 
a striking prospect of increasing population in those regions, 
as should induce us to desert the idea of being long able to 
subject them by our power, and make us adopt, as its sub- 
stitute, true policy for that purpose, which, perhaps for many 
ages may preserve what mere power might fail to secure for 
a few years 1" 

Admirable " Rationalis !" Had thy far-sighted and 
prophetic strain been heeded by the ministry, and "true 
policy" been adopted instead of a system of coercion, 
thy country might have reaped the harvest of the col- 
onies yet many years. But madly they wielded their 
power ; in two short lustres they snapped asunder the 
bands which held the colonies to their parent's bosom, 
and brought to thy unhappy heart the consummation 
of that which thou hadst so much dreaded. 

The probable increase of souls which "Rationalis" 
gives in the foregoing extract, has proved to be aston- 
ishingly near the exact truth. From 1765 till 1790, 
when the first census was taken by authority of the 
United States, which embraced exactly his first period, 
3,929,827 was the ascertained population; being a 
number so near to the required four millions that there 
remained hardly room for caviling at the discrepancy. 
The second period shows an increase even greater than 
he calculates. Take the population in 1810, and add 
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half the increase from 1810 to 1820, to represent 1815 
— which gives us twenty-five years from 1790 — and 
we have the number 8,438,972, being nearly half a 
million more than his second period called for. The 
third period, up to 1840, again overruns the double, 
and exhibits an aggregate population of 17,068,814. 

The fourth period, which will expire in about fifteen 
years from this time, will be apt to show results of such 
a nature as to make all monarchs quake for the stability 
of their thrones, if indeed most of them be not over- 
turned ere then. Previous to that epoch we will 
doubtless have rail road connections with the Pacific, 
and steam ship lines from thence to Canton and many 
other Chinese ports, and by that means so thoroughly 
open the curiously placed eyes of the Cathay chaps to 
the beauties of universal suffrage and vote by ballot, 
that they will pledge to each other (in a cup of their 
best gunpowder,) their lives, their fortunes, and their 
sacred honor, against the further domination of the 
emperor Hi-Fun; and then they will, with all gravity, 
send a deputation to Washington, bearing a roll of rich 
yellow silk, upon which shall be inscribed, in the deli- 
cate Chinese chirography, their unbounded admiration 
of our great and happy government, and a most humble 
appeal that their nation may bo annexed to us, and be 
emblazoned on the azure of our starry banner, to shine 
side by side with the old thirteen and the many that 
have more recently been added. And so we will go on, 
until the whole world shall be illumined by our bright- 
ness and forever disenthralled. 1849. 
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FAENOH PERVERSITY. 



The recent action of our government, in the dismissal 
of the French Ambassador, on account of his audacious 
interference with our domestic government, is calculated 
to remind us that half a century of vicissitude in the 
Grande Nation has but little improved it in the quality 
of modesty, and not a whit more in that of Republi- 
canism. 

The French people possess an unbounded self-esteem, 
and regard with disdain the thought of profiting bj 
the experience of any other nation, and, also, such 
transcendental notions of the powers and destiny of. 
man, as to render themselves ridiculous in the eyes of 
the matter-of-fact Anglo-Saxon race. These peculiari- 
ties are brought into full relief by their best writers, 
who rank with the most exalted intellects in the world; 
not only in heavy volumes, which only the learned few 
peruse, but in the daily press, where the people imbibe 
their political nourishment. 

The efforts of these giant intellects are mainly devoted 
to the liberal side, are constantly renewed, and gradu- 
ally move and rock the ponderous mass of more than 
thirty millions of people, until at last an explosion 
takes place, and the whole fabric of French nationality 
is overturned. Then a host of constitution makers 
spring forth, and, presto ! one of the oldest nations of 
Europe is transformed into " Young France." 
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The pride that scorns instruction from another people, 
impels the French philosophers into the mazes of the 
impracticable, in the construction of a new frame-work 
for society, and, as a necessary consequence, the whole 
nation soon sinks again to the level from whence it 
arose with such a mighty flourish. We have had a 
number of these periodical commotions, these flows 
and ebbs of the French tide; and according to the 
grandiloquent boasts of their chiefs, each in its turn 
was to lead to the disenthrallment of a world in chains ! 
But have they done so ? 

When nearly sixty years* ago the French rose upon 
their king and took the government out of his hands, 
they became so furiously anti-monarchical that nothing 
short of the utter extirpation of royalty would suffice 
them, and the head of Louis XYI was made to bite 
the dust, and his grave plentifully supplied with quick- 
lime, that no remnant of monarchy might ever again 
offend their delicate olfactories. Then commenced 
their experiments in the way of governing. Their Na- 
tional Assemblies, their Committees of Public Safety, 
their Robespierres, Dantons and Marats, their Conven- 
tions, their Consuls, and their final prostration beneath 
the heel of the military Juggernaut, Napoleon; and 
the banishments, confiscations and ever-renewed scenes 
of death by the guillotine, finished one series so full of 
horror that humanity sickens at its recital. 

If to be feared by surrounding nations is sufficient 
remuneration for the destruction of liberty; and if the 
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endless conscriptions, to fill up the hideous gaps in the 
armies wherein Death swept his never-tiring scythe, be 
a recompense for the loss of a peaceful government, 
then have the French been a fortunate people. 

One would suppose that after deluging the whole of 
Europe with blood for twenty years, when peace had 
been once more proclaimed, by whatever means it had 
been accomplished, the French people would have had 
such a surfeit of blood as to repose with gratitude under 
the rule of even the restored" Bourbons. But no. 
Their voice was still for war. — Blood and commotion 
suit the temper of the people; and no sooner does 
Napoleon step on the shore of France from his little 
empire of Elba, than he is again hailed as the despot 
of the Grande Nation ; — and another strife more savage 
than the first is necessary to the European family, be- 
fore he is finally overcome. 

Without entering into the question of the incompe- 
tency of the Bourbons, we may hazard the assertion 
that their subjects showed at least an equal lack of the 
firmness and self-control that befit a people who aspire 
to form a republican government. 

When, after the heavings of fifteen restless years, 
the old Bourbon dynasty, in the person of Charles X, 
was finally expelled, the liberal world thought that now 
surely a republic would be reared worthy of a brave 
and great nation. But sad was the disappointment 
when the result proved to be merely a change from the 
elder to a younger branch of the same royal family, — 
and all their hopes were again dashed to earth. 
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Why was this so ? The people had trodden out the 
tyranny of the King with a resistless impetuosity. The 
throne established by the force of the allied powers, 
and strengthened by all the arts of the monarch for a 
period of fifteen years, had been overthrown in three 
days ; and their control over the destinies of the country 
had become as entire as though a nation had just been 
born. Then why did they not proclaim a republic, and 
support it with a firmness which a long period of mis- 
rule and suffering should have taught them to be the 
only antidote to the evils of monarchy ? 

Louis Phillippe ascended the throne of the barri- 
cades, and all that was gained by this great revolution 
was a change of style from " king of France" to " king 
of the French." This was hardly worth the powder 
expended in the contest. It was very soon perceived 
by the world that the king of the French exercised as 
entire a control over his subjects as Charles X, Louis 
XVI, or any other of that line had previously done. 

Another period of agitation ensues. Eighteen years 
of chafing under the tight rein and sharp spur of their 
elected monarch, move gloomily along. His unremit- 
ting efforts are directed to the completion of a line of 
military posts and defences around the city of Paris, 
that shall in the future restrain the too free indulgence 
of the citizens in the dangerous amusement of revolu- 
tion. When these works are about finished, the people 
again see fit to take a game at their old play — and poor 
Louis Phillippe, disguised in a blouse and green spec- 
tacles, takes french leave of all his glory ! ' 
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What have we next? A republic, whose motto, 
" Liberty, equality, fraternity," foreshadows so great a 
stride beyond the best established republics, as to make 
us hide our heads with shame at the comparison. Yes, 
the world is now beyond a peradventure to be liberated. 
All are to be brethren, and all are to be governed by 
laws of their own enacting. Freedom is proclaimed to 
the captive. All distinctions are abolished. In this 
new organization of French government even a national 
senate is scouted, as partaking too much of aristocratic 
restraint on the people. One chamber must enact the 
laws, and the President must rule only three years. 

This brings us, I think, to the fourteenth constitution 
with which that people has been blessed since the fall 
of Louis XVI — ^about an average of one for every four 
years. That will do ! 

Being placed under the government of a few men of 
honor and talent, the nation takes a little breathing 
time after the inglorious flight of Louis Phillippe, and 
then suddenly shows us another of its astonishing feats 
of tumbling, by the almost unanimous election of prince 
Louis Napoleon to the Presidency. This might be 
called capping the climax of absurdity, did it relate 
to any other than the French people, but nothing is too 
improbable for them. Prince Louis ! a man who never 
lifted a finger for the cause of the people — ^who never 
dreamed of any thing but his claim to the throne of 
his uncle, the emperor — and who was never distin- 
guished for any thing but one or two insane attempts 
to overturn the French kingdom, that he might mount 
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the imperial throne ! This is the man chosen to give 
reputation to the new republic of France, and to show 
Europe an example of a great people governed by the 
ballot instead of the bayonet ! 

Hardly is he secure in his seat, and the astonishment 
of republicans in other countries expressed at the sin- 
gular choice of republican France, before we begin to 
perceive a renewal of the old system of int-erference 
with other governments, in its most aggravated forms ; 
and instead of taking the part of freedom it uniformly 
sides against it, and has made itself the scorn of all 
lovers of national liberty, by its recent coldness to the 
patriotic Hungarians, and still more by its direct and 
armed overthrow of the Roman republic. 

There is in the French people rather an itching for 
change than a wish for freedom. A morbid desire for 
renown— or notoriety, which with them means the same 
thing — ^is ever urging them beyond the bounds of dis- 
cretion and justice, and whatever line of conduct may, 
in their judgment, produce the greatest commotion, and 
show off the Grande Nation as the prime mover, is fol- 
lowed up with an energy worthy of a better cause than 
they are often found sustaining. 

The great and acknowledged strength of that people, 
in numbers and military capacity, has given them a 
position to which in honor they are not entitled, and 
they frequently exhibit an insolence in their official 
relations that will doubtless at some future period be 
the occasion of their great humiliation. i84o. 

4 
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THE WAE IN OIEOASSIA. 



One of the most remarkable series of events on 
record, and at the same time one that has attracted the 
least share of attention among enlightened nations, is 
that wherein the colossal power of the Russian empire 
has been warring against the liberties of a small but 
unconquerable nation, whose home is on the Caucasian 
mountains, and the plains immediately beneath. 

Ever since the time when Peter the Great prepared 
his country for an entrance into the European clanship 
of monarchies, by first undergoing in his own person 
an apprenticeship to some of the principal trades that 
make up the total of strength for war or commerce, that 
nation has been steadily advancing, with a resistless 
power which bids fair to grasp in its insatiable despotism 
half the world. Most of the kingdoms of Europe have 
been for many years alarmed at her progress, but not 
daring to cope with her single handed, invariably form 
alliances with each other for their mutual protection 
against the power of the Czar. 

But whilst these movements have been absorbing the 
attention of the European world, and even on this side 
of the Atlantic claiming some degree of interest, there 
has been going on, for the last half century, a struggle 
in Asia, that for perseverance on the part of Russia, 
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and for indomitable courage, patience and exalted love 
of liberty, on the part of the poor Circassians, is per- 
haps without a parallel in the world. 

One of the projects of Eussia, matured soon after 
her strength was fully developed, was the extension of 
her power into the East — to the Indian Ocean. So far 
she has been frustrated in her attempts upon Turkey, 
in furtherance of this desire, through the jealousy of 
the different European courts, but at the same time 
she has steadily continued marching her forces against 
the Circassian freemen, without one note of alarm being 
sounded by her enlightened neighbors, or one protest 
against her barbarity. 

Circaesia, occupying the spot between the Black Sea 
on the west and the Caspian on the east, with the 
range of the Caucasian mountains traversing it diagon- 
ally from sea to sea, presented a barrier to the Czar, 
which, however formidable, was deemed necessary to be 
overcome in his progress to Eastern power ; and being 
once determined upon, it was begun by the movement 
of his armies against that free people, and still contin- 
ues with a steady perseverance which usually overcomes 
all obstacles, but which it is to be hoped, for the cause 
of humanity, may in this instance signally fail. 

In order to advance with safety it was found neces- 
sary to secure good positions on the coast, wherein 
supplies could at all times be thrown with safety to the 
assailants. This has been found no easy matter, as the 
vigilance of the Circassians is sleepless, and every at- 
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tempt at a landing is resisted with an impetuous daring 
that cuts off large portions of the enemy. In the lapse 
of so many years, however, a number of forts have 
been erected by the Russians, along the coast, which 
have cut off most of the trade that was carried on with 
Turkey. But notwith standing the isolation , these hardy 
mountaineers exhibit a fearlessness in defence of their 
rights, and deeds of as noble heroism, as though the 
eyes of the whole world were upon them. 

When a Russian force secures a lodgment on some 
desirable position, and fortifies it, with the expectation 
of penetratiug from thence into the country, the dis- 
covery is soon made that it is only the ground which 
they actually occupy that may be called their own, and 
even that is disputed by the brave natives, who never 
cease watching, from some neighboring eminence, an 
opportunity to harass them with their trusty rifles. 

This vigilance of the Circassians has at all times so 
straitened the movements of their enemy that the ut- 
most caution can alone save a fortress after it is erected. 
Does a commander, relying upon the apparent absence 
of the natives in the neighborhood, order the cattle to 
be driven beyond the walls, for the convenience of gra- 
zing, wo to the poor men whose duty requires their 
attendance — from some secluded nook the sharp crack 
of the rifle soon seals their doom, and the cattle are 
driven off, almost from under the very guns of the fort. 
Does it become necessary to transmit an order from 
one post to another, luckless is the detachment that has 
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the duty to perform, unless its strength is sufficient to 
conquer a passage; for nothing but superior strength 
can secure its object unmolested. 

The warfare of the Circassians partakes much of the 
guerrilla character, and forcibly reminds us of the war 
in Spain, when Napoleon thought to place his brother 
Joseph on the throne of that country. After all organ- 
ized opposition to the invaders had been crushed, then 
came the tug of war in reality, and after a frightful 
series of what under other circumstances would have 
been murders, Spain was at last freed from their hated 
presence. 

Circassia is still more worthy of a favorable termi- 
nation to her efforts. Her people, devoted to the 
peaceful pursuits of agriculture and the chase, were 
hardly noticed on the great map of life, but quietly 
enjoyed their freedom and gave offence to none. The 
efforts then of the despot of Russia to throw his chains 
around their necks could not be tolerated for a moment, 
but war against their invader in any and every form 
that could be made to tell with effect, was the sponta- 
neous sentiment of the people ; and the protraction of 
hostilities through so long a period, shows that there is 
a might in a peasant^s arm, when directed by discretion 
and nerved by justice, that cannot be overcome by the 
most skillful antagonist, when led on by the lust of 
power. 

An old Circassian chief, in conversation with Mr. 

Bell, an intelligent Englishman, who traveled in that 

4* 



38 The Fasciculus. 

country thirteen years ago, said : " The Eussians can- 
not conquer this country. They may by their ships 
and cannon possess themselves of some more points on 
the coast ; but if they could gain the whole coast, that 
still makes no difference in our determination to resist 
to the last ; or if they gain these hills we will retire," 
said the old man, pointing to the eastward, ^'to those 
snowy mountains and fight them there." 

But it is not alone as a guerrilla that the Circassian 
annoys his foe. When the favorable opportunity ar- 
rives — when perchance some large Eussian force is 
pushing its way inland, and not sufficiently guarded in 
its movements, suddenly a host, like a cloud of Cossacks, 
sweeps along, hedging it in and dealing destruction 
upon its devoted columns. 

It is estimated that the Eussian government keeps a 
force of from fifty to eighty thousand men operating 
against Circassia ; and that from exposure, insalubrity 
of position and actual warfare, this force has to be 
renewed every four or five years I What a terrible 
mortality does this exhibit in that remote quarter, and 
how fearful the retribution that ought to be meted out 
to those who are the authors of it. 

Of course the waste of life among the brave Circas- 
sians is also great. How could it be otherwise. The 
soldiers of Eussia are confessedly brave and enduring 
— ready to march wherever their leaders command, or 
to maintain a position until ordered to leave it. Such 
an enemy must cause great destruction of life to a 
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people who frequently rush upon them and engage in a 
hand to hand struggle with the sword. The traveler 
before quoted, mentions a chie^in, named Hamuz, 
who in one bloody battle lost four brothers and four 
sons, and was himself severely wounded ! 

This apparently unequal contest — one of the greatest 
empires in Europe against a weak and friendless nation, 
comprising about three millions of souls — bears some 
slight resemblance to our own warfare against Great 
Britain. On the one hand a nation of boundless re- 
sources, and on the other, a poor and unknown people, 
without money or credit, but strong in the consciousness 
of right, and determined to succeed or perish. 

Our last foreign news announce some great but inde- 
finite Ciicassian victory over the Russian arms. The 
like reports have at intervals reached our shores, and 
have doubtless all been true. The continuation of the 
war is gradually opening the eyes of the Caucasian 
tribes to the benefits of a more perfect union for defence. 
Various congresses have been held for that purpose, 
and we may hope that in process of time such entire 
unanimity of action and purpose will ensue as must at 
last convince the Czar that a nation to be free needs 
but to be united; and to compel him, amidst the scorn 
of a civilized world, to desist from the disgraceful 
contest. 1850. 
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DISA&EEEABLE ADVENTUEES. 



After a fatiguing day's labor I retired early to bed, 
and drew the curtains closely around, that all the 
annoyances incidental to city lodging might be excluded ; 
for I wanted nothing so much as *' tired nature's sweet 
restorer, balmy sleep." 

My eyes were soon sealed, and Time, who continues 
to perform his work whether we sleep or wake, busied 
himself with removing some of the particles from my 
face, which in the aggregate gave me the appearance of 
youth, and replaced them with others of a more ma- 
ture aspect; but I slept with that dreamless sleep 
which knows no waking, except by an entire renewal of 
bodily energy, or — some great noise. 

There I lay, just as well off as the "kings and coun- 
selors of the earth which built for themselves desolate 
places" of olden time, albeit I make no claim to the 
blood royal, except by descent from an old man named 
Adam, who, if I mistake not, was after all the origin of 
several royal families, that have ruled the various parts 
of the earth. Be this as it may, I was doubtlessly ma- 
king very proper progress toward a re-lubrication of 
the joints, and a general overhauling of the machinery 
which regulates the movements of the man, when an 
indefinable something began to interfere, at first so 
slight as only to brace up the little finger of my right 
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hand, which always takes the initiatory step when any 
thing is to be done ; then a general pulling up of the 
muscles that have the direction of my motions ; lastly, 
the tightening of the two little drums that are placed 
at the inner gate of my ears — and I suddenly heard a 
tremendous clatter of fire bells, and the rattling of en- 
gines and hose reels over the stony streets, which 
brought me up all standing. 

With the greatest degree * of haste I proceeded to 
dress, in order to ascertain whether my property was 
safe, as it lay in the direction of the fire. With the 
slight inconvenience of pulling my boots on the wrong 
feet, and getting my coat to button behind, I sallied 
out, and ran a mile or so, when the light began to get 
dim, which induced me to inquire of some one who 
was coming toward me, what was burning. He told 
me that some boys, indignant that the editor of the 
Caterwauler should presume to hold them up to public 
reprehension, for serenading with untuned instruments, 
had convened a meeting in the market house, whereat 
it was solemnly resolved that the said editor was a man 
opposed to progress, and unfit to guide the rising gene- 
ration; and, as an expression of their contempt for 
him and his paper, they further resolved, unanimously, 
that they would buy up every sheet of his next issue, 
and also a tar barrel, and at a proper hour in the night 
proceed to burn the same — which resolution had been 
carried out to its fullest extent. 

I was half inclined to be angry, when thus placed in 
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possession of all the facts in the case, and turned my 
face homeward in a rather dull mood ; I however had 
time to cogitate while I traveled, and soon bethought 
me that it was better so than that my property had been 
burnt and no insurance. This afforded me much satis- 
faction, and I walked more briskly, and had nearly 
reached my own door, before it occurred to me that my 
property consisted altogether of unimproved lots, and 
that such were hardly liable to the casualties of ordi- 
nary brick houses with pine shingle roofs, or even of 
fire-proof stone buildings, with slate roofs and handsome 
projecting cornices of light wood. 

After these very interesting reflections had been 
brought to a close I again sought repose in sleep. But 
when a man has been suddenly called up and run a 
a mile or two, it is not always as easy to get asleep as 
to desire it. Several expedients were therefore resorted 
to, that have from time immemorial been considered as 
specifics for that troublesome condition. First, I tried 
the effect of counting slowly, but in this instance it 
only more completely banished sleep. I then directed 
my mind as intently as possible to the sound of the 
clock, as it ticked back and forth ; but when I had at 
last arrived at a somewhat dreamy state, the machinery 
suddenly commenced whirring and then striking the 
hour, and I was again utterly foiled. I was now ready 
to exclaim, with good Sancho Panza, ^' Blessed be the 
man that invented sleep, for it covers a man all over 
like a blanket ;'' and, as a last resort, I imagined my- 
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self in cburch, listening to one of old Dr. Hummer's 
very soothing sermons, which happily had the effect of 
the sermon itself; and soon that delightful state of for- 
getfulness which I so much coveted was mine. 

" To sleep, perchance to dream." This chance was 
now at hand. I slept; but the previous disturbances 
had their influence, and I was soon plunged into unut- 
terable woe, on learning that the lovely Anna Sophia 
Terrapina Squigs, who won my heart whilst wading 
over the oozy street, after the last steady rain, and who 
had since pledged me her virgin affections, had just run 
off with a squint-eyed blackleg. Ah ! the agony that 
I endured when the tidings reached me — it can only 
be conceived by one who has himself suffered a like 
shock to his affections. By turns I tore my hair and 
vowed to be revenged upon the man, until my fury was 
somewhat calmed; when suddenly my good friend 
Simpkins rushed in, and announced the explosion of 
tlie Grand Ascension Copper Company, wherein I had 
invested largely, with the understanding that my mo- 
ney would be doubled ere those heavy notes to eastern 
merchants fell due. He informed me that the directors 
had sunk shaft after shaft, and cut driftway after drift- 
way, until all the funds had been sunk or drifted off, 
and the stockholders were left without a red cent with 
which to bless themselves. 

My condition was now too agonizing for contempla- 
tion. On the one hand I was abroken -hearted lover, 
and on the other a broken merchant. With the 
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promptitude becoming an honorable man of business, 
I immediately determined to ascend to the brow of the 
hill, where it presents an almost perpendicular face to 
the river, and there take my everlasting leave of all 
sublunary things and Anna Sophia Terrapina Squigs, 
by throwing myself over the cliflF. I proceeded at once 
to the spot, and to convince the world of my entire 
sanity, when committing the fatal act, I sat down and 
wrote the following note to the Coroner: 

Friday, Aug. 10. 
To the Coroner and Jury : 

Gentlemen — To save you trouble in your investigation 
of the cause of my death, I deliberately, and in full posses- 
sion of my mental faculties, take this method of informing 
you that I have determined to put an end to my life. When 
you find my body, put yourselves to no trouble, except to 
bury me. I do not wish to live any longer, owing to a dis- 
appointment of a tender nature, and also, because the Grand 
Ascension Copper Company has become insolvent, in which 
I had so largely invested my money that I am irretrievably 

ruined by its failure. 

Yours, at command , 

T. WORTHYMAN HaRDUP. 

I pulled out my pocket book and was carefully placing 
the note therein, when a gust of wind blew out my 
certificate for a thousand shares in the Grand Ascension, 
Although prepared to quit the world, I could not help 
running after the certificate ) but with all my efforts I 
might^have failed to regain it, had not a good natured 
man who was iiear assisted n^e. No sooner did he per- 
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ceive what it was than he asked. if I would sell some 
shares. This, to a man of my honorable feelings, was 
a delicate situation in which to be placed. At first I 
thought of telling him that they were not worth 
a chew of tobacco, but then it occurred to me that per- 
haps Simpkins had aggravated the condition of the 
company, and I finally bargained with my new friend 
for the sale of the entire thousand shares, at a discount 
of only ten per cent., and took a check on his bankers 
for the amount. 

Things having taken so favorable a turn in the pecu- 
niary way, I was left in doubt whether to ascend again 
to my former position and take the grand leap, or to 
consider Anna Sophia as no better than a person who 
allows a note to be protested. At last I concluded to 
think no more of her nor her lover, and began to move 
homeward, in pretty good spirits, when, suddenly, at 
a turn of the street, a wild looking man, with a dagger 
in his hand, threw himself upon me and inflicted a 
stab, ere I had time to defend myself against the onset. 
I was not dangerously wounded, but soon fainted from 
loss of blood, and was carried by the crowd into a 
neighboring house, which by chance proved to be the 
residence of the man to whom I had shortly before 
sold my copper stock. The humane people who carried 
me no sooner had my wound staunched than they began, 
like all humane people, to satisfy their curiosity as well 
as they were able, by rummaging my pockets, where 
they soon got hold of my pocket book. By this time 

5 
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I had somewhat revived, and with the utmost horror 
saw my late customer enter the house. 

I thought of the exposure of my rascality, in selling 
to an unsuspecting man the worthless copper stock. 
The people were just about opening the pocket book ; 
and it contained the paper, in my own proper hand, 
with my own name inscribed thereto, stating that the 
stock was worthless, and yet I had afterward swindled 
this man out of a large sum of money for that very 
trash. Weak as I was, I made strenuous efforts to get 
it out of their hands, but they were determined to 
open it, when I began to rave and call upon all the 
saints to bear witness that I thought the stock was 
really good; that Simpkins represented it untruly to 
me. Still they were resolute, and had got it open, 
when with renewed energy I entreated the man not to 
believe me a villain; that his check was still in my 
pocket, and begged him to take it back. .He stared 
mutely upon me for a while, and in the mean time the 
others had overhauled my papers, and pulled out my 
note to the coroner. Now I felt my honor was blasted, 
for they began to read it aloud. 

No sooner was the reading finished than they all ex- 
claimed, he is mad, and disregarding my protestations 
of innocence of attempted fraud, they tied me and had 
me conveyed to the mad-house. 

I was kept in that institution a long time, in constant 
grief for the stain upon my honor ; but being perfectly 
unclouded in my own mind, I had ample opportunities 
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for studying the effects of its obscuration in others. 
As length of time made my grief more calm, I began 
some endeavors to improve the condition of the lunatics 
around me, and for this purpose mounted a platform 
and harangued them. There was usually such a con- 
fusion of voices and sounds that very little could be 
heard understandingly. I will, however, endeavor to 
give some idea of one of these meetings. 

Turning a large box on end and taking my stand 
upon it, I commenced by exhorting them as reasonable 
beings to be more kind to each other than they had 
heretofore been. I continued after this wise : " My 
brethren and sisters, [a squeal of delight from some of 
the women,] let the stigma no longer rest on these 
walls, that their inmates are uncivil and vicious ; [cries 
of no, no, and kicking against the walls with their 
heels,] let this house rather become a pattern for the 
guidance of those who have not the fortune to be of 
our company. [Several voices, ha, ha, ha !] Some of 
us are here against our will, [yes, that will took away 
all the property that should have been mine, roared a 
big fellow,] but we may, if we choose, so improve our 
time, that those who are out may desire to be in. [Great 
whistling, screaming and bellowing.] If that copper 
business of mine were only properly understood by the 
world, and my character cleared of dishonesty, [I am 
as honest as you or any body else, old copper head, 
screamed a woman,] I could content myself to remain 
here, for although somewhat noisy I know that you can 
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be influenced by reason. Some of you think that our 
grounds are too extensive, and that the woody part 
ought to be appropriated to tlie exclusive use of the 
unfortunate idle boys of the vicinity for kite flying 
purposes. [Shouts and groans.] I am also of that 
opinion, and am in favor, after the exercises in which 
we are now engaged shall be finished, [prolonged angry 
and deafening noises, with cries of order in church,] of 
taking the sense of the house on it." 

Some of my audience had got a notion that this 
woods was a veritable ocean, and daily expected to see 
their friends arrive in ships on the tops of the trees, 
and feared that the kites might operate as false lights 
and lead them to destruction. They could therefore 
contain their ire no longer, but flew at me with the ut- 
most rage, and might have killed me on the spot, had 
not my friends as resolutely rushed to the re3cue. 
There were numberless blows, scratches and kicks given 
back and forth ; but I escaped with only the loss of my 
coat, which was torn in shreds in the battle. 

The superintendent, with a sufficient force, hastened 
in, and soon restored order, by chaining some of the 
most refractory and driving the others into their cells. 
Our hall was then locked up, and I was ordered to 
preach no more without first obtaining a license. 

Having now nothing to do, I got low spirited again, 
and remained in that condition for a considerable time, 
when one day who should I perceive entering our asy- 
lum but the purchaser of my copper stock. I imme- 



The Fasciculus. 49 

diately got into a great trepidation, and would have 
escaped from him had it been in my power ; but he 
desired me to be calm. He was now one of the direc- 
tors of the institution, and had deemed it his duty to 
make himself as much as possible acquainted with the 
history of its different inmates. He felt that he might 
benefit me somewhat by imparting the information that 
the stock which he bought from me had turned out 
well, and that he considered it a good investment. The 
shock of delight which this announcement gave me, 
was at first almost too much to bear. I felt a desire to 
fall down and kiss his feet; but restrained myself to 
grasping his two hands in mine, and pressing them to 
my beating heart in silent gratitude. 

My friend, shortly after this, during one of his visits, 
told me that at their last meeting he had represented 
to his associates that my health was sufficiently restored, 
and they had agreed to make it known through him, 
that whenever it suited me to leave the asylum I 
might do so. I overwhelmed him with thanks for his 
kindness, and assured him that I would immediately 
preparfe to leave; and in half an hour I was once more 
in the free air, and inhaling the breath of liberty. 

Oh, how I danced and ran and laughed, as I passed 
the quiet part of the road. My spirits were in a per- 
fect tumult, and sometimes I became giddy, and reeled 
along like one overcome with liquor. I was in this 
condition when I reached the bridge which it was ne- 
cessary for me to cross before I could get home, and 

o 
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discovered that a small part of the railing had been 
taken down for the purpose of making repairs. I 
knew that in my excited condition it was needful to 
keep as far off from the edge as possible, for fear of ac- 
cident, and did my utmost to do so ; but some demon 
urged me forward to the brink, and there, with the 
new and strong desire to live, so lately revived, I 
tottered for a moment in the most intense agony of 
suspense, but with hands convulsively outstretched, 
clutching the viewless air, I fell — deep, deep — beneath 
the angry waves. The force of my fall from so great 
a height sent me to an awful depth ; but at last I began 
to rise again, and with all the powers of life concen- 
trated into a single effort, I made a spring which split 
the foot-board of my bed clean off, and sent me head 
foremost to the floor, where I alighted so thoroughly 
awake as to effectually dispel all my Disagreeable Ad- 
ventures. 184©. 
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LIFE IN THE GEAVE. 



The remark has frequently been made, that " the 
Americans live in a hurry and die in a hurry." — It is 
very true that we live in a hurry, but it is to be feared 
that our haste is in many instances the occasion of a 
most protracted and horrible death. Especially in the 
large cities may this occur, where the fierceness of com- 
petition demands that every hour and moment be 
devoted to business, under the penalty of ruin for dis- 
obedience. 

Twenty-four hours may be named as about the average 
time that the dead are kept among us, before consign- 
ment to the grave — and no sooner is the funeral over 
than the briefly suspended business of life is again in 
full activity; for time is every thing to the living, 
although nothing to the dead. This may appear un- 
feeling to some sensitive people, but it is often a measure 
of real benevolence. Where, for instance, numerous 
souls are dependent upon a bereaved employer for sup- 
port, it would be cruel were he to show his respect for 
the dead by closing his work-shop for a week, and 
thereby deny bread to the living. 

The brief time then that a body lies unburied may 
be accounted for by the reason that it is deemed disre- 
spectful to pursue the employments of the world before 
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the body is buried, as well as because of the necessity 
of labor for the living, that they may have bread to 
eat. The remnant of superstition, also, brought down 
from the dark ages, which originated in the fear of the 
body being carried away by Satan, makes it incumbent 
upon the friends of the mourners to watch it during 
the night. This senseless ceremony becomes another 
reason to the mind of a man of delicacy for hastening 
the funeral, that he may rid himself of a heartless in- 
trusion upon his grief 

The whole system ought to be changed. If people 
will not suspend their ordinary occupations for a period 
long enough to test the reality of the death of those 
they love — ^whether the motive be that they cannot 
afford to be idle so long, or whether charity to others 
prompts them — let them decline the company of the 
watchers; lay the bodies reverently in their houses, 
where they themselves can view them ; and go on with 
the active duties of life, until positively convinced that 
death is there ; then refrain from business for a day, 
and bury the dead. 

There ought to be something done immediately to 
stop the precipitate burials that are almost daily taking 
place. The physician should impress upon the stricken 
family the necessity of keeping the body above ground 
until decomposition has actually commenced, for he 
well knows that all other signs of death are fallacious. 
Could the mourners be made to believe that the shadow 
of a hope existed of their friend's restoration to life, 
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how eagerly would they not watch his body, until ad- 
monished by actual decay that it was time to commit 
his remains to the earth. Then, however poignant the 
grief, there would yet remain to them the consolation 
that they were not the murderers of their dear friend. 

Men may be startled by this remark, but neverthe- 
less it is very probable that many a person is consigned 
to the tomb, and mourned with a heart-felt grief by his 
friends, who in reality "is not dead, but sleepeth;" 
and perchance is waked from his slumber by the rum- 
bling of the clods upon his dreadful prison, as the hasty 
sexton plies his spade above his narrow chamber. 

Some diseases which have their origin in the nervous 
system, possess the power of suspending the vital mo- 
tions, without necessarily producing death, and in that 
condition the person may remain for a long time, with- 
out undergoing any sensible change. This was the 
origin of Vampirism. Bodies which had lain in the 
earth for weeks and months were afterward, perhaps 
accidentally, exhumed, and to the astonishment of the 
beholders, exhibited all the appearance of recent death, 
or even of mere sleep; and in their ignorance it was 
thought that such could only have escaped decay by 
leaving their graves in the night time, and sucking the 
blood of some living person. This belief once enter- 
tained, needed only a few cases of the like kind to 
produce such a panic as would of itself furnish many 
examples in proof of their belief — ^because fear is one 
of the most powerful emotions to which humanity is 
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subject, and its result is more frequently the stoppage 
of the wheels of life than any other action of the 
mind. 

During the prevalence of a vampire panic in the 
south-east of Europe, a little more than a century ago, 
a government commission was sent to enq\iire into the 
matter. They had the graves opened in the infected 
district, and reported the existence of a number of 
bodies that were sound and even healthy looking, after 
being buried for various intervals ranging from a week 
or two to three months and more! In their report, 
dated June 7, 1732, at Meduegna, near Belgrade, 
among other cases they mention a woman of the name 
of Stana, twenty years of age, who had died three 
months before, after an illness of three days. Her body 
was entirely free from decomposition. On opening it 
the chest was found full of recently eflfused blood. The 
heart and blood vessels contained no coagulated blood. 
The skin and nails of the hands and feet were loose 
and came off, but underneath lay new skin and nails. 

Another woman, of the name of Miliza, died after a 
three months' illness. She had been buried more than 
ninety days. In her chest they found liquid blood. 
Her body was declared to be in better condition and 
fatter than it had been in the woman's lifetime. 

Another, named Stanjoica, twenty years old, had 
died after an illness of three days, and had been buried 
eighteen days. The countenance was florid and of a 
high color, and the skin remarkably fresh. 
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These and numerous others that are named in the 
report, were supposed to suck the blood of their living 
friends and relatives for nourishment to their dead bo- 
dies — but we look back with horror and acknowledge 
that they had all been buried alive ! 

Most generally such as apparently die suddenly, or 
after a very brief sickness, are the unfortunate victims 
of premature burial, but this fate also happens at times 
to persons who have been ill for months, as we have 
seen above ; so that no argument in favor of the re- 
ality of their death can be sustained upon the basis 
of long sickness. 

There have even been persons who had the power of 
feigning death at will. One such is recorded by the 
celebrated physician, Dr. Cheyne, in his "English 
Malady." The patient was a Colonel Townsend, "a 
man of great honor and integrity." Dr. Cheyne, Dr. 
Baynard, and Mr. Skrine, an apothecary, were witness- 
es to this simulation of death, and Cheyne gives the 
following account of it : " We all three felt his pulse 
first ; it was distinct, though small and thready ; and 
his heart had its usual beating. He composed himself 
on his back, and lay in a still position some time. 
While I held his right hand Dr. Baynard held his 
hand on his heart, and Mr. Skrine held a clean look- 
ing-glass to his mouth. I found his pulse sink gradu- 
ally, till at last I could not feel any by the most exact 
and nice touch. Dr. Baynard could not find the least 
motion in his heart, nor Mr. Skrine the least soil of 
breath on the bright mirror which he held to his mouth. 
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Then each of us by turns examined his arm, heart and 
breath, but could not by the nicest scrutiny discover 
the least symptom of life in him. We reasoned a long 
time about this odd appearance, as well as we could, 
and all of us judging it inexplicable and unaccountable, 
we began to conclude that he had indeed carried the 
experiment too far, and at last were satisfied he was 
actually dead, and were just ready to leave him. This 
continued about half an hour, by nine o'clock in the 
morning, in autumn. As we were going away we 
observed some motion about his body, and upon exam- 
ination found his pulse and the motion of his heart 
returning. He began to breathe gently, and speak 
softly. We were all astonished to the last degree of 
astonishment at this unexpected change, and after some 
further conversation with him, and among ourselves, 
went away fully satisfied as to all the particulars of 
this fact, but confounded and puzzled, and not able to 
form any rational scheme that might account for it." 

Quite recently we have had an account of a man in 
the East Indies, who allows himself to be buried for a 
month, without serious inconvenience. The informa- 
tion is contained in a letter by A. H. Boileau, an officer 
of engineers, employed on the trigonometrical survey 
of India. He writes : "I have just witnessed a sin- 
gular circumstance, of which I had heard during our 
stay at this place, but said nothing about it before, the 
time for its accomplishment not being completed. This 
morning, however, the full month was over, and a man 



The Fasciculus. 57 

who had been buried all that time, on the bank of a 
tank near our camp, was dug out alive, in the presence 
of Esur-Lal, one of the ministers of the Muhar-wuU 
of Jaisulmer, on whose account this sing-ular individual 
was voluntarily interred a month ago. 

" The man is said, by long practice, to have acquired 
the art of holding his breath by shutting the mouth, 
and stopping the interior opening of the nostrils with 
his tongue ; he also abstains from solid food for some 
days previous to his interment, so that he may not be 
inconvenienced by the contents of his stomach, while 
pent up in his narrow grave ; and, moreover, he is sown 
up in a bag of cloth, and the cell is lined with masonry 
and floored with cloth, that the white ants and other 
insects may not easily be able to molest him. The 
place in which he was buried at Jaisulmer is a small 
building about twelve feet by eight, built of stone; 
and in the floor was a hole about three feet long, two 
and a half feet wide, and the same depth, or perhaps 
a yard deep, in which he was placed in a sitting pos- 
ture, sowed up in his shroud, with his feet turned 
inward toward his stomach, and his hands also pointed 
inward toward the chest. Two heavy slabs of stone, 
five or six feet long, several inches thick, and broad 
enough to cover the mouth of the grave, so that he 
could not escape, were then placed over him, and I be- 
lieve a little earth was plastered over the whole, so as 
to make the surface of the grave smooth and compact. 
The door of the house was also built up, and people 

6 
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placed outside, tliat no tricks might be played nor de- 
ception practiced. At the expiration of a full month, 
that is to say, this morning, the walling of the door 
was broken, and the buried man dug out of the grave, 
Trevelyan's moonshee only running there in time to 
see the ripping open of the bag in which the man had 
been enclosed. He was taken out in a perfectly sense- 
less state; his eyes closed, his hands cramped and 
powerless, his stomach shrunk very much, and his teeth 
jammed so fast together that they were forced to open 
his mouth with an iron instrument, to pour a little 
water down his throat. He gradually recovered his 
senses and the use of his limbs ; and when we went to 
see him, was sitting up, supported by two men, and 
conversed with us in a low, gentle tone of voice, saying 
that ^ we might bury him again, for a twelvemonth, if 
we pleased.' " 

Thus the fact is proved in these and in innumerable 
other instances, that the principle of life may lie dor- 
mant in the human body for an indefinite period, and 
then be again called into activity. How careful then 
ought we not to be in every instance to ascertain the 
certainty of death before committing the body to the 
earth. 

Occasionally, as we glance over a newspaper, a small 
paragraph, crowded in among the most trifling squibs 
and news items, announces that on opening a grave at 
such and such a place, the body within the coffin was 
discovered to have been turned completely round; and 
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the wise "local" will, with profound gravity, wonder 

what could have produced such a result ! Mr. C , 

a resident of one of our western cities, while reading a 
paper wherein one of these occurrences was noted, sud- 
denly fell back in his chair, lifeless, and his head 
dropped down low upon his shoulder. In that situation 
he was discovered by his family. He breathed not, 
and to the frantic cries of his wife and children not a 
single pulsation of his heart gave evidence of conscious- 
ness. A medical man was soon on the spot, but after 
a slight examination admitted that he knew of no art 
by which the father could be again restored to his 
family. 

The. widow and the fatherless children were con- 
ducted to the most secluded part of the house, that 
they might pour into each other's ears the agony of 
their hearts, unchecked by the presence of strangers — 
whilst in the chamber of death the hasty preparations 
for burial commenced. 

When the evening came, many sympathizing friends 
called, to sit by the corpse during the hours of dark- 
ness. The night wore lightly away with those who sat 
by the dead, for they soon became lively enough; 
indeed, the widow was often startled from her dreamy 
grief by what she thought sounded like boisterous 
laughter, as it came up from the chamber where her 
dead husband lay. 

When the gray tints of morning began to streak the 
east the watchers went to their own homes, and stillness 
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reigned for a few hours. Then relatives and friends 
gathered in, and low whispers and tiptoe steps denoted 
the solemnity of the occasion. The brief twenty-four 
hours which custom sanctions, were over, and the dead 
man was carried to his lowly resting place, and covered 
with earth bedewed by the tears of his kindred. 

Slowly the stricken family returned to their desolate 
home. But now the living demanded attention as well 
as the dead, and no time could be spared for mourning 
in sackcloth and ashes, but outwardly they were com- 
pelled to exhibit their usual alacrity in the vocation 
which procured them a subsistence, however their 
hearts might be breaking with grief. 

Weeks and months rolled along, and the cares and 
vicissitudes of the seasons gradually mellowed the poig- 
nancy of grief for their dead protector. But stay — 
he is not dead! There he lies, alive, in his horrible 
prison, and he knows all that has happened — how 
whilst he was reading, some instantaneous change came 
over him, which deprived him of all power of motion, 
and paralyzed all his faculties but those of thought and 
hearing — how he was pronounced to be dead, and pla- 
ced in his coffin — how merry the watchers were who 
sat by his side — how he was borne to the grave — and 
how the clods rumbled over his head, yet not so loud 
as to drown the soul-thrilling shrieks of his wife and 
little ones. He struggled in an agony of despair to cry 
aloud, but the nightmare of death was upon him, and 
when he heard the last footsteps of the retiring funeral 
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train grow faint in tlie distance, be felt that he was 
lost — lost forever. 

In this state of despair all consciousness left him. 
Time was merged into eternity, and he lay, may-be for 
a few minutes, may-be a week, as unknowing as the 
mouldering remains of his neighbor in the adjoining 
grave. At last thought again took up its abode in that 
fearful tenement, and the greatest horror that unburied 
man has ever imagined to befal the spirit after death, 
whether it be 

" To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ;'* 

or any other frightful thing that pen has ever written, 
falls immeasurably short of the mental agonies endured 
in that imprisoned body. At one time fancy conjured 
up the idea that the natural heat of his body had 
gradually filled his narrow coffin, and having no means 
of escape, was condensing itself into elemental fire, 
and eating its way slowly, oh, how slowly, into his flesh. 
The anguish of that voiceless soul was pent up, but the 
convolving fiery streams of a volcano were heaving his 
brain, whilst the body was being consumed by inches ; 
for there is no hurry in the grave. At last the powers 
of nature were exhausted, and sleep calmed all for a 
season. Ah! wretched man, could thy sleep but last 
forever, happy were it for thee ; but no such boon shall 
fall to thy lot. Were even thy power of motion un- 
locked, perchance life might be shortened by the vio- 
lence of thy struggles. But no ; all is still as death. 

5'^ 
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Now the spirit again awakes, and this time is fright- 
ened by the thought of suffocation. We may exclaim 
of a dead man — 

" See, his face is black and full pf blood ; 
His eyeballs further out than when he lived, 
Staring full ghastly, like a strangled man j 
His hair upreared, his nostrils stretched with struggling ;" 

but what is that in comparison with the living spirit 
imprisoned in a body as motionless as a statue, yet endu- 
ring endlessly all the pangs that man can feel but for 
an instant. Oh ! it is too horrible. 

After suffering by this phantasm of the brain for a 
period which seemed an eternity, because no incident 
external to his own being could show him the lapse of 
time and mark its flight, he was at last relieved from 
the power of his terribly excited fancy, and judgment 
was permitted to have sway in that dreadful abode. 

He now perceived the full force of his hopeless con- 
dition. Buried six feet beneath the surface of "the 
earth — surrounded by graves — away from the tide of 
living men — hopeless of any corpse being deposited 
near — and, worse than all, deprived of every power by 
which he could draw the attention of any who might 
approach, even should the spade graze the very coffin 
which enclosed him ! What then was to be his fate ? 
Evidently to lie there the prey of every horror that 
man or devil could conceive, until, in the course of na- 
ture his wooden tenement should moulder into dust, 
and the slimy reptiles of the earth crawl about over his 
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powerless body, and revel for years on his living flesh, 
sucking him away by atoms, and chasing each other 
over his blackened and unresisting face in the wanton- 
ness of satiety. 

In this situation we leave him, for the pen cannot 
express, nor can the fancy conceive, all the dread hor- 
ror of his condition. Th^ sun rose and set, and days 
and nights passed, and gladness was breathed over the 
earth in every gale, as Time continued his course for 
many a week ; but zephyrs play not in the grave, nor 
does the sun shine there in his gladness. The horror 

of horrors dwelt alone with poor Mr. C ; and these 

details could never have been given to the public, had 
not one of those chances which sometimes bring most 
extraordinary things to light occurred. 

The adjoining grave was tenanted by one whose 
death had been somewhat mysterious, and after the 
lapse of a long time the disclosures of a prisoner impli- 
cated another person in the affair. The authorities 
deemed the matter of such importance as to demand 
an investigation, and ordered the remains to be taken 
up for examination. When the grave diggers and offi- 
cers approached the spot, our poor living friend heard 
their footsteps,' but knew that without a miracle there 
was no deliverance for him. They struck their spades 
deeply into the yielding clay, and vigorously worked 
their way down. Nearer and nearer they approached 
the coffin, and astonishment, and hope, and despair, by 
turns took possession of C , as he distinguished 



64 The Fasciculus. 

their progress. Onoe be thought they were at his 
grave, and he should soon be free. Then again he was 
convinced that they were further off, and his doom was 
sealed forever. Again he was persuaded they were 
body-snatchers for the anatomists. As they came still 
nearer, however, his mental energies became excited to 
the highest degree, and at that moment one of the dig- 
gers gave a stroke with his pick that knocked off the 
edge of his coffin, and produced such a concussion as 
instantly restored his long lost powers of voice and mo- 
tion. "Save me, mercy, mercy" — he shouted, with 
mingled fear and hope. Terror for a moment seized 
his hearers, but their reason soon returned, and hastily, 
but with care, they dragged forth the coffin of poor 

C , and restored him once more alive to the arms 

of his family, after he had lain in his grave nearly five 
months. 

He is saved — but who shall tell how many souls are 
yet lying in their graves, alive. May Heaven have pity 
on them all. I851. 



NOTB. 

It is but right to inform the reader, that while the introductory facta 
in this article are strictly true, the portion which details the experience of 
ifr. G— — is imaginary. The writer haying a profound conriction of the 
reality of such premature burials, adopted this method of bringing the 
solemn subject more Tiyidly before the mind. 
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THE DEAD SHOT. 



Jim Clifton is now one of the staid and sober props 
of tlie churcli and town. A number of lovely daugh- 
ters grace his board, and by their full-blown beauty 
admonish us that he is no longer young. In fact, the 
cognomen of " Jim" has long since been dropped by 
his numerous acquaintances, and the more respectable 
one of Mr. Cliflon, or James Clifton, Esq., has taken 
its place. 

When Jim first came here he was young, and so was 
the town. Youth under any circumstances will have 
its swing ', but when all around is young — when a town 
yet exhibits on every hand the primal green sward and 
forest tree, only begirt by the zigzag fence, for all the 
world like a roystering chap yet unrelieved of his 
frock and bib — then is the time for fun. The straight 
streets and shaven hillocks of more mature years, say 
plainly enough, " behave yourself," and with all their 
power try to check the sallies of youth, and so far suc- 
ceed as to stamp on the countenance of the hobble- 
dehoy the gravity which the naturally joyous spirit 
would otherwise ward off for many years longer. But 
Jim came here, as I said before, when the soft down of 
youth was still upon the face of the town as well as 
upon his own. 
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The business was at that time principally in the 
hands of a few wealthy men, who, as trade increased, 
added more clerks and other assistants to their estab- 
lishments. Jim being a good penman, and knowing 
well the relative value of figures, which useful know- 
ledge he had obtained in that interesting portion of our 
country called Yankee Land, thought it not derogatory 
to his dignity to come here and take charge, as chief 
clerk, of some one of the large houses. On making 
known his qualifications and expectations, he was how- 
ever soon given to understand that he was not the only 
person in the town capable of performing the important 
duties belonging to such a station; still, in consider- 
ation of his excellent testimonials, he might have an 
engagement as assistant, which would include some 
other matters besides writing — such as packing goods, 
cleaning up the store and office, and attending to the 
wants of the proprietor's horse. 

When Jim started for the West he had not supplied 
himself with more money than sufficed to bring him 
here, nothing doubting but the announcement of his 
arrival would immediately bring the business men to 
his lodgings to compete for the prize ; judge then his 
mortification at the sudden demolition of his airy castle. 
He, however, was a great stickler for fashion, and while 
he considered for a few moments upon the offer, it oc- 
curred to him that as this differs in different places, so 
it might be the fashion here for clerks to feed horses and 
perform such other fancy work as was now demanded 
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of him ; he therefore accepted, without further remark, 
the proffered situation. 

Our hero soon found that it was not fashionable to 
divide labors between the office and the stable, and that 
advantage had been taken of his needy condition, to 
combine those avocations. A goodly looking outward 
man and a degree of business-like activity, combined 
with suavity of manners, soon, however, procured him 
the acquaintance and good will of many of his new 
townsmen, and among them of Mr. Goldar, another 
merchant, who contrived before long to make room for 
him in his office, without requiring more from him 
than what appertained to his calling as clerk. Besides, 
he was now to take up his abode with the family of 
Mr. Goldar. This made Jim feel very happy, and well 
it might, seeing that three or four charming girls were 
henceforth to greet his sight every day. 

Mr. Goldar had married early, and now, though only 
in the meridian of life, had the delightful company of 
daughters in the bloom of womanhood, to beguile the 
hours not devoted to business. This is one of the 
sweetest joys of wedded life, and Jim, the lucky dog, 
was permitted to share it. 

Although, as in duty bound, he fell in love immedi- 
ately with one of the charmers, business was so pressing 
for a season as to exclude him in a great measure from 
the house of his patron, except to take his hurried re- 
past or to seek his couch after the girls had retired to 
their rooms for the night. This was very annoying, 
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but Jim had the company of their only brother, as well 
in the office as the chamber, and right well they liked 
each other's society. 

As the season advanced, business, as usual, became 
slack, and then the time that Jim daily spent in the 
society of the girls gradually lengthened. Mr. Goldar 
and his son, with a just appreciation of female worth, 
gave also much of their time to the pleasures of the do- 
mestic circle. Often, after the mid-day repast was 
concluded, under the spacious verandah around which 
the convolvulus and French bean intertwined their del- 
icate stems, would the happy father propose the exhil- 
arating dance. The laughing daughters, always ripe 
for fun, would soon spirit away the remains of the 
repast, call their brother to uncase his violin, and then 
whirl along the floor, led off by their sire and Jim. 

One afternoon, when this active sport was over, they 
all seated themselves, to inhale the fresh breeze, and 
converse. Jim, elated by the good humor and enjoy- 
ment of all around, was describing in vivid colors the 
astonishing and beautiful movements of a celebrated 
danseuse whom he had seen before he left home, and 
was just in the midst of it when, pop ! went a gun not 
far off. So sudden and unexpected a report immedi- 
ately changed the conversation from dancing to shooting. 
William Goldar, Jim's companion, was a fine marksman, 
like most of the young men of these parts — indeed it 
was a rare thing to find one entirely unacquainted with 
the use of the gun. Game was very abundant, and 
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made hunting one of the chief amusements. The 
crack of the gun therefore struck a responsive chord 
in his sensorium of pleasure. 

"Jim," said he, "do you hear that? Suppose we go 
and take a few shots. You have not been out with 
your gun since you came here." 

" That 's very true, but then you know I 've been 
quite busy firing at white paper targets, with goose 
quills by way of ' shooting irons,' most of the time." 

"Oh, yes, I should have thought of that. Well, we 
have now leisure hours, daily; what do you say to a 
hunt to-morrow ?" 

Jim managed his single reply admirably well, when 
we take into account the mortifying fact that the only 
gun he ever sported with was a pop-gun. To speak 
the plain unvarnished truth, he was unable to distin- 
guish muzzle from breech. And yet, to admit his want 
of skill in this fashionable accomplishment, and that 
too, before his rosy cheeked Maria — he could not do 
it ; it would be hazarding too much. He was therefore 
about to make an excuse of books to post, or some such 
thing, when he was saved by the timely appearance of 
a neighbor with a gun on his shoulder and a bag well 
filled with divers species of the feathered creation. 

William espied him through the trellis-work of the 
verandah, and without waiting for a reply from Jim, 
shouted, "Hallo, neighbor, what's the prospect for 
sport? Have you been long filling your bag ?" 

"0, no. Plenty of game stirring. Have only been 
6 
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out a while since dinner. Saw some turkeys. Am 
going home for my rifle. Do n't want to fill up their 
pores with my shot gun. Won't you take a shot at 
them r 

William, now more than ever excited by the an- 
nouncement of turkeys, resolved not to defer till to- 
morrow the meditated hunt ; he therefore told Jim to 
go and get his gun, while he would run and fetch his 
best one. And without waiting an instant, he ran up 
stairs, and soon returned with it in his hand, and found 
Jim standing just where he had left him. 

" Why, you are back first," said William, " although 
I feel as flighty as the turkeys — but where 's your 
gun ?" 

Jim gravely answered that when he last took account 
of stock there was nothing in the list that came under 
that head. 

A general laugh at William's, hasty and unthoughtful 
proceedings succeeded, in which he good naturedly 
joined; then hastily apologizing, he flew up stairs again 
and brought another gun for his friend. 

Jim was fairly taken by storm. There was now no 
chance to excuse himself from the hunt, unless by a 
confession of his entire ignorance of the art, and this 
would be periling too much — so, with the gun on his 
shoulder and a smile on his face, he took his leave of 
the fair sisters and thoir father, and followed in the 
footsteps of his impatient predecessor. 

While trudging along toward the scene of operations, 
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he called to his aid all the tact which proverbially be- 
longs to the New Englander, but could pitch upon no 
plan whereby to entrap into his game bag any thing 
that might exhibit evidence of his skill, on his re- 
turn. Having revolved the matter over and over in 
his mind without success, he sagely concluded to keep 
a stiiF upper lip, and trust to chance for luck. 

They reached the wood, and Jim, as a last resort, to 
prevent an exposure of his awkwardness, proposed to 
make a circuit around the border, while William should 
scour the interior. This was agreed to, much to Jim's 
relief, as now, by the aid of a little fibbing, he expected 
to give, in the evening, at least a tolerable account of 
fowls that he wounded, but on account of their pro- 
pensity to fly away or alight on the highest branches 
of the trees, he was unable to reach — or some other 
equally probable story. 

Young Goldar dived into the forest, and was soon 
lost sight of, while Jim, not being in much of a hurry 
to shoot, looked seldomer into the branches of trees 
than at their roots, for there he found balls that he 
could discharge, and produce quite a smoke, without 
the agency of " villainous saltpetre," and consequently 
without danger to birds, or, what was more imminent, 
danger to himself. After botanizing in this manner 
for a long time, he was suddenly aroused from his in- 
teresting employment by the discharge of a gun not 
far off, and, thinking it William's, he gave one more 
puff, and then hastened in the direction of the report. 
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Wc now return to William, whose keen sight was 
exercised in every direction for turkeys, but none could 
he find, till he approached the other end of the wood, 
when he espied a solitary one, perched high in a tree 
— but the turkey espied him too, and forthwith sailed 
away so rapidly that it became exceedingly doubtful 
whether Goldar, jr., would have the honor of presenting 
the distinguished stranger to the family that evening. 
Not discouraged, however, he gave chase, hoping the 
bird would soon alight and allow him to get sufficiently 
near to give him a warm greeting. The turkey seemed 
though to have no disposition to rest himself, but con- 
tinued on his course till William lost sight of him alto- 
gether. Still he followed on in that direction, and 
after a long walk heard a gun, and espied Jim, shortly 
after, trudging along in the woods, with a noble turkey 
dangling down his back. 

Now, to his vexation, it was apparent he had been 
chasing the turkey all this time, only to bring it within 
reach of Jim's gun. This was bad enough, yet he con- 
soled himself with the reflection that if Jim had not 
shot him he would probably have escaped entirely. 
So, making up to his more fortunate friend, he con- 
gratulated him on the successful result of his first 
western hunt. 

The day now fast waning, admonished them to return 
home without unnecessary delay ; so, by turns carrying 
the captive till they neared the town, Jim made his 
triumphal entry, with the turkey slung over his shoul- 
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der, and took his way along the principal street, exhib- 
iting to the admiring people as fine a shot as was ever 
made, for the turkey's head had been amputated with 
the rifle ball as perfectly as it could have been done 
with a carving knife. 

Maria's penchant for the society of Jim had been 
gradually increasing. His really good qualities were 
not a few, and the slight dash of egotism that some- 
times showed itself rather added a raciness to his char- 
kcter than otherwise. His absence for a large part of 
the afternoon, when sport instead of business was its 
object, made her feel impatient for his return, and in 
this way are we to account for the frequent visits she 
paid to the front door, and the fact that she stood there 
when the respectable trio, !iamely, the two hunters and 
the turkey, made their appearance. If she was pleased 
to see Jim come back, how much more was she to see 
him bring the turkey hanging on his back? She 
clapped her hands and shouted with such hearty good 
will, as in these more refined times would be denomi- 
nated extremely natural and boorish. Now, as a set- 
oflf to Maria's excess of pleasure, I am, however unwil- 
lingly, obliged to state that Jim appeared rather less 
lively than usual, and am at a loss to account for it, 
unless on the hypothesis that the vastness of his achieve- 
ment had so overpowered him as to congeal for a while 
his warm and usually unobstructed flow of animal 
spirits. 

Of the flattering manner in which Jim was received 

6* 
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by the whole family, and the many anecdotes of sport- 
ing that were recounted, from the times of the first 
white settlers, when bears, panthers and wolves formed 
the chief incentive to the hunt, down to that first west- 
ern exhibition of Jim's prowess, I need not inform the 
reader ; suffice it to say, that before the evening closed 
his voice was as free as that of the owner of any turkey 
since the days of Job. 

Mr. Goldar was a liberal man, disposed to advance 
the worldly interests of such as he thought worthy,* 
and consequently took frequent occasion to speak of 
Jim to the people of the town, as a young man of busi- 
ness habits and agreeable manners; thus creating a 
favorable "first impression, which every body knows is 
of great service to one seeking fortune. In pursuance 
of this amiable trait in his character, he determined 
that Jim's turkey, with all the adjuncts that his daugh- 
ters could, in their culinary wisdom, think of, should 
be served up at a dinner, of which some of the influ- 
ential people of the town should partake, and thus 
avail himself of an excellent opportunity to introduce 
Jim, and to expatiate on at least one of his accomplish- 
ments, with the evidence before their eyes. This is 
what in those days was called " killing two birds with 
one stone ;" but in the case of Jim it should have been 
reversed, so as to read "killing one bird with two — " 
but I am digressing. 

The turkey was browned to a turn, under the special 
superintendence of Maria, who left all other arrange- 
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ments to her sisters. The repast was arranged with 
the nicest taste, at the appointed hour, and the guests 
duly ushered into the dining hall, and ranged along 
the ample board; Mr. Goldar taking the head of the 
table, and placing Jim on his right, the ladies being 
seated promiscuously with the gentlemen, which I am 
bound to confess was a shockingly unrefined and de- 
lightful arrangement. 

The operation of carving the turkey, by such an ex- 
perienced hand as now wielded the knife, was completed 
about the time the guests were fairly at ease in their 
seats, but even then the most cursory glance was suffi- 
cient to show that Audubon or Wilson would have 
selected just such an one as this to represent the species, 
and with his pencil dipped in the colors of life would 
have handed him down to immortality. 

The invited guests having exercised a commendable 
self-denial, in partaking sparingly of breakfast on that 
day, came prepared to do justice to the turkey and its 
concomitants, therefore the frequent and pleasant re- 
marks of the host met with scarcely any response for a 
while, save the clatter of knives and forks, which were 
doing duty with great activity. 

Major Shotwell, who, in the course of several mili- 
tary campaigns, had contracted a very useful habit of 
rapid eating, and had now replenished his magazine 
with turkey, pastry and wine, while the rest of the 
mess were still playing at cut. and thrust with the cap- 
tured fowl, was enabled to take up a position from 
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whence he discharged frequent volleys of witty sayings, 
at least in his own estimation. 

" Mr. Clifton/' shouted the Major, to Jim, who sat 
at the other end of the table, " allow me to congratu- 
late you on the military honors of which you are now 
the recipient." 

"Military?" replied Jim, in an inquiring tone; but 
recollecting that the Major was a vain man, and that 
perhaps he alluded to his own presence as constituting 
the " honors," he quickly added, with a bow, " I am 
highly honored. Major." 

" But I fear you do n't perceive the direction of my 
shot," responded the Major, who was more vain of his 
wit than his title. 

" I beg of you then to explain," said Jim. 

" What I wished to express was, that I can compare 
the everlasting rattle of the knives and forks to noth- 
ing but a military /cm dejoie^m honor of the victorious 
turkey hunter." 

Here the Major laughed, and was joined by the oth- 
ers ; for the strings of their stomachs were becoming 
distended by the good things, which made them feel 
comfortable. 

The wine now began to flow and sparkle, and so did 
the conversation. Jim, unused as he was to the taste 
of the exhilarating draught, began to feel his impor- 
tance increase, after swallowing a glass or two, but his 
condescension increased in the same ratio, and the com- 
pany were regaled with many anecdotes of his life, 
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each a little embellislied, to improve the effect. Maria, 
much pleased with his volubility, and the favorable 
effect he was producing on his hearers, called on him to 
rehearse the incidents of yesterday's hunt. The lively 
Jim immediately began, and in a graphic manner rela- 
ted the story, his pleasant mood even disposing him to 
dwell with much minuteness on his puff-ball employ- 
ment. 

"After much time had been puffed away in smoke," 
continued he, " I took my gun, with a determination to 
bring home something worthy of the hunt, and looked 
sharply about into the trees ; just then I saw a large 
bird flying in a direction toward where I stood, but so 
far off that I at first imagined it was an eagle or a con- 
dor. I examined my gun quickly, and presented arms, 
and as soon as he came within range I took aim at his 
head that stuck out so far. Bang went the gun, and 
down came the bird. I ran and caught him, but though 
I had shot off his head, he jumped out of my hands 
and made off so fast that I seriously thought I would 
have to shoot him again, to make him stop. Finally 
he ran against a tree, and " 

Here Jim's story was cut short by the entrance of 
an ill-clothed and ill-mannered boy, who made up to 
him, without saying a word to any body else, and hand- 
ing him a piece of silver, said, " Daddy told me to give 
this to you.'' 

Now, Jim, albeit of a shrewd race, was so clouded 
at this time by his potations that he did not recollect 
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having seen this boy yesterday in the woods, otherwise 
the matter would have required no elucidation. As it 
was, he told the boy he neither knew him nor his daddy, 
and he had better take his money and be oiF. 

" Don't know me nor daddy ? Why, was n't it dad- 
dy that sold you the " 

"Oh, yes, I remember," Jim now cried, in agony. 

^* Sold you the big turkey, and you gave him a bank 
note, and " 

"Go, I say, you rascal," roared Jim. 

"And he says to me, * Tom, to-morrow, when school 
is out, go and get change for the note, and go to Mr. 
Goldar's, and give Mr. Clifton half a dollar change for 
the turkey.' " 

But before the boy was done, Jim, overpowered with 
shame and mortification, fainted away, and fell to the 
floor. 

A rush to catch up the unfortunate and prostrate 
Jim could not hinder the pertinacious son of " daddy" 
from disgorging the whole story, but the Major, so 
soon as he could make his way from the other end of 
the table, kicked him out of the house for his pains. 

It was well for Jim that he fainted, as the sympa- 
thies of the worthy people at the table with him were 
aroused in his favor by its suddenness, and afterward 
but little reflection was necessary to convince them 
that a large fund of native virtue must lie in that 
breast, or no such powerful impression could have been 
made upon it by such means. 
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A raging fever kept him in his bed many days, and 
in the delirium that supervened he was often heard to 
confess his trick — that he had bought the turkey for 
a dollar and a half, and afterward put his gun against 
its head and shot it off, the more effectually to deceive 
his friends. 

Jim slowly recovered, and through the assiduous at- 
tentions and smiles of Maria Goldar at last felt assured 
that he had expiated, at least to her satisfaction, the 
guilt of lying; and he made a vow in secret, which he 
has faithfully kept ever since, ne^iuFi)^ depart from the 
ways of truth, but to hold fast ta^hat which is good — 
whether it be fashionable or not. i84i. 
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PETE PETTYMAN* 



There is no love so absorbing as the love of money. 
The desire for office or immortality is not more gene- 
rally disseminated. It is peculiar to no town, to no 
county, to no state — no, not even to New England. 
It sharpens the wits fif the Pennsylvania Dutch. It 
increases the activk/jj'of the New Yorker. It fires the 
already hot Carolina planter. It adds a keener edge to 
the ever sharp Yankee. It puffs up the noisy dray- 
man, the quiet pedlar, the greasy butcher, the tidy 
landlady, the smirking shop-keeper, the grim broker. 
It quickens the industry of the laborer, it increases the 
"operations" of the speculator. It promises tallow 
candles to the cot of the poor, and ditto gas lights to 
the mansions of the wealthy. It animates the honest 
man, it emboldens the thief. It is dress to woman, it 
is bank stocks to man. It is cakes and candy to child- 
hood, it is a carriage and four to old age. It is office 
to the demagogue, quid pro quo for outraged chastity, 
and it is impunity to the murderer. Decency, moral- 
ity, religion itself, cannot eradicate it. Poor, wretched, 

* The magniloquent style of this article was adopted for the pnrpose of 
ridiculing a certain local editor, whose Tocabulary of words was so greatly 
in excess of ideas as to call for a public castigation. It is believed that he 
applied the pruning knife to his verbosity after seeing himself as others 
saw him. A sight of this article may perhaps lead some writer of this day 
also to whittle down his wordiness. 
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ragged, despised, yea, trodden under foot, is the man 
who hath not this love. It is adolescent, unquenchable, 
omnipresent. 

In the scope of its influence it is as the root of all 
evil — lying, cheating, and perfecting all sorts of tricks. 
It originated interestedness that has grabbed all things, 
boldness that has dared all things, knavery that has 
achieved all things. 

It is not, however, equally potential every where. 
In territories where there are no canals, rail- roads nor 
rivers; in sterile soils where vegetation won't thrive; 
in countries oppressed by bad government, it is weak, 
inactive, impotent. But in genial climes and govern- 
ments — in communities where Jacksonism, anti-nation- 
al bankism, and the pet-bank system predominate — 
where speculation and "de'il may care" have taken 
possession of men's minds — it flourishes and ramifies 
boundlessly; puffs, enlarges and expands, majestically, 
until it reaches its utmost extension — then bursts. 

Appreciating, then, the vileness of its nature, and 
the range of its influence, let us beware, reflect,, and 
curb it, by a regard to reason. And how may we do so 
more efficaciously than by attending to the admonition 
conveyed in the following story, which it is our grief, 
our shame and our mortification to relate ? 

The country ! The home of my boyhood ! the scene 
of many a queer scrape. The country ! The great 
reservoir of cider; the place for jigs, apple-butter frol- 
ics and bare-footed lasses; the unsophisticated and 
8 
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unenlightened; dear, happy, thoughtless country — 
when I cease to think of thee, of thy cider and milk, 
and thy roasting-ears, may I he smothered with turkey 
and plum pie ! True, there are places where less stu- 
pidity, less coarse and unmannerly conversation, less 
political obfuscation abound — towns where schools and 
libraries are found on every hand ; where years of ap- 
plication to learning, in addition to a regular mechanical 
employment, are rendered indispensable to the respecta- 
bility of their inhabitants — but there are none so rich 
in all that incites to idleness, to coarseness and to in- 
difference for the future. 

If fortune has been niggardly to the old settlers of 
the country, their sons are determined that it shall not 
be so with them, but that they will amass riches, by 
selling all the poultry, flour and butter that they can 
possibly spare from their own mouths; and in pursu- 
ance of this intention, the bright, the lovely and the 
tall Pete Pettyman arose from his couch of chopped 
straw, arrayed himself in the habiliments usually worn 
by persons of his rank and pretensions in life, and 
whilst the moon, that soft and glorious orb, was yet 
high in the heavens, suspended as a lamp in the vasty 
hall of nature, he, with unsteady and sleepy step, wend- 
ed his way to the stable, flung the gears over the old, 
well-worn nag, hitched him up to the wagon, wherein 
the hopes of many a man was centred in respect of 
provisions for breakfast, after the silent moon should 
noiselessly disappear and give place to the glorious, the 
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vivifying god of day ; and seating himself upon a bag 
immediately in the rear of the horse's tail, he grasped 
the whip, and with a shout and a cut he started on his 
way, now gently rolling over the soft and verdant lawn 
of the level road and anon plunging down a slope, 
which, from the dark a^nd mysterious view at first ob- 
tained, as Luna sent a thin and sickly light into the 
umbrageous woods, might have unnerved a soul more 
in unison with the eye than his. But Pete's thoughts 
were absorbed in the depths of calculation, enlarging 
upon the probable amount of cash which would reward 
the toil of his present journey. 

The hazy grey of morn had streaked the eastern sky 
when Pete reached the city, he therefore hastened to 
the market house. Driving into a street near by, he 
stopped the faithful companion of his journey, and 
with giant grasp transported the various articles of pro- 
duce contained in his humble vehicle, to the spot where 
people most do congregate, and left the wagon in the 
street, nor dreamed that in this land of freedom, this 
home of the oppressed throughout the world, any per- 
son would offer such violence to the letter and spirit of 
that glorious instrument which established a nation, 
that memorable Declaration of Independence, which 
was sealed by the blood of so many brave and good 
men — would have the hardihood, I say, to disturb his 
wagon. Pete, with a round and unconcerned counte- 
nance, took his stand in a line with many other wor- 
thies, having a basket of butter in the van, a detach- 
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ment of chickens on either flank, and some bags of 
flour in his rear. 

Hardly had he taken up his position before the ene- 
my, in* the person of the clerk of the market, appeared, 
one hand holding his implement of office, the scales, 
and the other a large bucket, the receptacle for light 
weights. With stern brow and inflexible gravity he 
began to weigh Pete's butter, and one after another 
did he heartlessly consign the pound lumps into that 
despotic bucket, until not a grease spot was left in the 
basket, as a memento. 

The fierce and ungovernable rage of Pete vented it- 
self in flinging at the head of that grave and reverend 
functionary the empty basket, which being construed 
into an assault and battery, some effort was made to 
arrest him, but he fled in disdain, and with hasty steps 
reached the street, intending to secure his wagon and 
make good his retreat; but, lo I when he cast his eyes 
around the wagon had disappeared. His suspense was 
soon put to an end by some good-natured bystander, 
who assured him that the officer specially appointed to 
keep clear the streets, had, in the performance of his 
important and arduous duties, been there, and had, with- 
out ceremony, taken a seat in the wagon and driven to 
the mayor's office. This was heaping ill upon ill. With 
no little trepidation Pete now wended his sorrowful 
way in the direction of the hall of justice, the while 
revolving in his mind the hopes and fears, the chances 
for and against a meeting with the functionary of scales, 
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that rock upon which his hopes of gain were so sud- 
denly split. On arriving in front of the office he soon 
espied the old wagon and horse, that many a time had 
carried him to feast, to church, to market — but now, 
alas! in custody of the hateful executors of the law. 
He ruminated long and mournfully upon the vicissitudes 
of life, until, in a fit of abstraction, he seized the horse 
by the bridle and bolted. But his race was soon run, 
for that awfully long legged man, commonly called the 
high constable, who is always at hand, stopped him 
short, ere many steps were taken. The vexation, the 
shame, the misery of Pete, was now brimful ; he, there- 
fore, reckless of fate, returned with that functionary * to 
the presence of the dread and mighty mayor. His 
worship was just then engaged in adjusting the fine of 
some perverse and incorrigible soaker for obstructing 
the free use of the gutter to the most honorable family 
of porkers, and Pete was incarcerated — shall I reveal 
the degradation — yes, incarcerated, within the gloomy 
walls of the watch-house. Here was a new phase in 
the rapidly changing horoscope of this victim to love of 
money. He now had full opportunity to Vent his grief. 
" ! those cursed pound lumps ! those light pounds !" 
ejaculated he, with terrible energy and frequency. 
Anon his thoughts would take another range, and he 
would exclaim, "But after all it was not the butter 
that brought me into this frightful abode, this haunt of 
dragons, this den of thieves and murderers, but it was 
the attempt to take my own lawful property." At last, 
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overcome with drowsiness, ho laid him down, and had 
begun to snore most musically, when suddenly the door 
creaked on its hinges, the bright and dazzling light of 
day shone in, and an officer, with measured tread and 
solemn tone, approached, and gave command that he 
appear in person before the dispenser of punishments to 
those that do evil. Pete straightway followed the aw- 
ful messenger. On entering the grand and massy hall 
he was ordered to give an account of himself, but he 
with dignity repelled every effort that was made to in- 
duce a revelation. The high constable being called, 
however, related with much particularity the attempted 
abduction of* the horse and wagon. This came near 
costing Pete a commitment on an indictment for grand 
larceny; when, with commendable self-possession, he 
opened his lips, and informed his honor that the wagon 
and horse were of right his. He was however adjudg- 
ed to pay a fine. Just then, up stepped the commis- 
sioner of streets, and in that style of pure eloquence 
with which .he is so richly gifted, stated that he had 
taken up the horse and wagon for trespassing against 
the laws made for the good and wholesome regulation 
of this famous city. Another fine was now exacted. 
No sooner was sentence pronounced, than, as if all the 
fiends of darkness had conspired to rob the money lov- 
ing Pete, up jumped the man on whose head my indig- 
nant hero had slapped the butter basket. His story 
was soon told, and grievous was now Pete's case, for a 
commitment was forthwith drawn out which was to 
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consign him to a grated and inhospitable apartment in 
jail; when a bystander, who had some knowledge of 
him, generously gave bail for his appearance to answer 
the charge. Pete was no sooner set at liberty than, 
boiling with rage and indignation at the despotism of 
the city, he assigned to his friend his neglected produce 
yet in market, with a sufficiency of other valuable ef- 
fects to cover the bail bond — then mounting his wagon, 
with fierce imprecations he dashed through the streets, 
until the city limits were passed. Then he stood upon 
the utmost height of his wagon, and uttered these aw- 
ful and terrific words : " Hear ! oh, Pittsburgh ! I, 
Peter Pettyman, am a freeman of the county, and ac- 
knowledge no authority beyond the overseers of the 
poor. I have diligently catered for the people of your 
city ', I have, in return, been treated with indignity ; 
therefore, henceforth and forever I will neither bring 
you flour to make bread nor butter to grease it with, 
but utterly renouncing you, I will return lo my own 
dear home, where clerks, constables nor mayors, shall 
ever again molest or rob me !" ^^^' 
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OHANTIOLEEB. 



One of Dickens' admirably written articles in his 
" Household Words" is introduced with an allusion to 
a peroration or our own Webster, where he speaks of 
the boundless territorial possessions of England — that 
her morning drum, following the sun, and keeping 
company with the hours, moves round the earth daily 
with one continuous roll. Dickens thinks there is an- 
other musical sound, which bids fair to traverse, if not 
the earth, at least the whole dial-plate of the clock, in 
the same continuous manner as the drum, namely — 
the dinner bell. Most amusingly, and yet truly, does 
he hold up to our mental vision the different sorts of 
people, with their different dinner hours, commencing 
at noon, with the hard-working laborer, and advancing 
through all the gradations of English society, up to 
that which, like the owl, turns the night into day, and 
dines long after the laborer has supped and gone to 
his bed. 

There is yet another sound which we suppose is car- 
ried around the world, far more expeditiously than the 
martial notes of the drum, or the clanging of the bell, 
albeit perhaps not as musical. In fact, we think that 
about forty minutes (the time that Puck required to 
put a girdle around the' earth,) will suffice to carry our 
music around. 
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Who has not heard, in the stillness of the morning, 
brave Chanticleer suddenly scream out " cock-a-doodle- 
doo?" No sooner has he finished his cry, than his 
father, with greater strength of lungs, in some distant 
roost, screams, cock-a-doodle-doo! — then his grandfa- 
ther, in the far distance, takes up the sound, and cock- 
a-doodle-doo ! is carried another mile, with almost 
electric speed. The tympanum of our ear, now strain- 
ed to its utmost tension, has one more cock-a-doodle-doo ! 
faintly wafted against it, from some yet more distant 
relation, and then our attention is apt to be recalled to 
our nearest feathered friend, by another of his explo- 
sions. But the former sound, which to us was almost 
inaudible, was, nevertheless, one more of those clarion 
cries that made the welkin ring, and in turn called 
forth the musical powers of some still more distant 
rooster — and so the sound moves on and on, until the 
entire circumferendfe of the earth has beei?i crowed 
over ; and all for no purpose under the sun, that we can 
imagine, unless to give notice that Biddy has laid an 

egg J 
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THE OOFFEE OLUB* 



Gentlemen of the Club : 

It Is with feelings of the most profound satisfaction 
for the honor just conferred, that I rise, to tender 
you the thanks of a heart overflowing with gratitude. 
You, who are so saturated with talent and coffee, so 
filled with genius and buttered bread, if my experience 
be a correct criterion, are destined to enlarge the boun- 
daries of science and fun, as well as your own abdo- 
mens, in no small degree — therefore it behooves mo to 
feel the importance of the trust committed to my charge 
this evening. The discussion of geometry and ginger- 
bread, as well as of pies and primeval customs, are cal- 
culated to tickle our palates and pride ; and our resour- 
ces of literature and lightcakes, our dancing and 
doughnuts, together with music and merry-making, are 
more than sufficient to fill up the hours set apart for 
our united action. 

In taking a glance, gentlemen, at the various meth- 

* A freo-and-easy association, called the Coffee Club, met once a week 
in Alloghony, and in a rollicking way spent four or five hours. Speeches 
songs, repartee, vocal and instrumental music, and whateyor else could be 
deyised, of a spicy nature, had free course. A repast of coffee, doughnuts, 
Ac, was an inyariable adjunct of those meetings, and gave name to the 
Club. A new preHiding officer was chosen for each evening, principally for 
the purpose of securing two speeches, one ft-om the retiring president and 
the other from his successor. The spirit in which the proceedings were 
conducted may be readily gathered from this inaugural address. 
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ods that have been adopted by the world to kill time, 
we find that it was reserved for us of the CofiPee Club 
to discover the plan whereby this killing is made pro- 
ductive of benefit in bringing to life much intellectual 
and animal power: the intellectual exhibiting itself in 
bright sparks of wit in answer to some blunt whack on 
the noddle of sense ; the animal, in enlarging the ca- 
pacity for coffee and its concomitants. 

This plan, indeed, would have been discovered long 
before, had man been as keen in his perceptions as 
what are styled the lower animals ; nay, had he been 
but keen enough to observe rationally their method of 
killing time, and thus profited by their discovery. The 
duck, for example, in his solemn lightness, would be as 
devoid of pleasure as our philosophers, had he not the 
superior sagacity of varying his pursuits; now floating 
on the muddy smoothness of some shallow pond, and 
anon popping up his tail and thrusting his brain-pan 
beneath; creating by his movements in what was before 
a stagnant pool, in the bright rays of the noonday sun, 
a multitude of gems "of the first water." Again, the 
whale, were he as destitute of the means of pleasure, 
or the disposition or power of gratifying it, as our wise 
men, would forever slowly propel his ponderous body 
in the ocean's depths, flapping the water at long and 
regular intervals with his fins, and thus produce th&t 
soporific influence upon himself which our regulars 
in all things constantly exhibit. But this fish, or 
whatever else you may choose to call it, which is uni- 
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versally admitted to have the power of exploring the 
depths of nature, has no desire to possess a reputation 
for profundity alone. It might be instructive (if they 
are not beyond its reach,) for those who inculcate and 
practice unmitigated gravity of demeanor and measured 
language, to view this respectable inhabitant of the 
deep ; to see him whisking around on the surface, fly- 
ing through more figures than dancing master ever 
taught, and anon spouting froth as devoid of substance 
as the harangues of the most ethereal of our orators. 

Superfluous would it be to point particularly to more 
of the light or weighty reasons exhibited by nature, in 
favor of our plan of operations. Not only is all nature 
full of them, but will-o'-the-wisp, whom some suppose 
to be supernatural, frequently rises from his dark and 
mysterious abode, and dances a jig in the obscurity of 
the night, himself holding the lantern during his ca- 
pering mood. 

Being supported then by all nature, and something 
besides, and also, more emphatically, by our own expe- 
rience, in this delightful mode of jumbling up various 
matters, let us go on, mixing music and dancing with 
our speeches, in like manner as we do sugar and cream 
with our coffee 7— to suit our taste, (the rule in either 
case being the same) — and we will at last level our- 
selves up to the whale and the duck ; whether it be to 
spout abundant froth, or out of the stagnant pool to 
create jewels. 1843. 
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FROM THB PITTSBURan DAUT ASYOOATB, AUO. 1842. 

THE LATE VETO * 



Mr. Editor: — The Captain's poetical son was ex- 
ceedingly delighted with the dig his paper gave to 
Congress the other day, and could not rest until he pro- 
cured a copy that he might "marry it to immortal 
verse." The veto was, however, spun out so uncon- 
scionably long that he concluded, rather than extend 
the poem to the length of "Ahasuerus," to take the 
pruning knife, and whip off the leaves and generally 
whatever was green from about it, so as to arrive with 
ease at its pith. I^hink you will agree with me that 
he has been very successful. 

The court paper, in which it appears, has not yet 
arrived; but the young poet, out of his great regard, 
sent me a copy, in manuscript, by express, through the 
newly found route on the borders of Oxgrass creek and 
Point Turnagain, and I hasten to place it in your hands 
for publication. Yours, Quentin Quizzle. 

* Vetoes were of very rare occurrence previous to the time of Tyler. 
The vice presidents, when elevated to the presidency through some nation- 
al calamity, appear to take to every form of vice immediately, among which 
not the least is the vetoing of most of the acts of Congress. While Tyler 
was acting president, his veto killed every bill against which it was aimed^ 
the Whigs having no two-thirds to fall back upon like the Bepublicans of 
the present day ; of which fact he sardonically twits them, at the close of 
his message. He was styled the " Captain" in those days. His son, Robert, 
aspired to poetry, and published a production called "Ahasueros," whose 
immortality is doubtful. Observe how glibly Tyler prates about the con- 
stitution just like Johnson. "Spot him I" 

9 
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Ye Representatives, attend ! 
It is with sorrow and regret, 
And stern necessity constrained, 
I say you do not please me yet. 

How could you send me such a bill, 
With distribution in it crammed ? 

Without it 't would have been a pill, 

But with — you knew it would be damned; 

Or if you knew it not, know now ; 

For though a very painful thing 
To veto any bill, my vow 

Required — and am I not the king? 

I told you plainly, more than once. 
What were my well-considered views. 

Unless to "head" me, as a dunce, 
I can 't see why you tried this ruse. 

Well pleased, I hand you back your bill. 
Because I know it cannot pass. 

And hope the Locos soon may fill 

This House. Thei/ will me not harass I 

'T is true, about a year ago 

I recommended distribution ; 
But, dang it, then I did not know 

The Whigs would make so much confusion, 



The Fasciculus. 95 

Should I desire a second term 

The presidential reins to hold ; 
I therefore thought it best to worm 

My way into the Loco fold. 

My conscience then grew very tender ; 

I could not for a moment view 
That very profitable surrender, 

Without a something had in lieu. 

But that aside — to give the states, 
Those greedy monsters, any thing, 

Regardless of the people's (J) fates; 
This did my tender conscience wring. 

SroKEN : — "I could not reconcile it to myself to recom- 
mend the imposition of additional taxes upon the people, 
without at the same time urging the employment of all the 
LEGITIMATE mcaus of the government toward satisfying its 
wants. These opinions were communicated in advance of 
any definite action of Congress — so that if a collision has 
risen between the executive and legislative branches of the 
government, it has assuredly not been owing to any capri- 
cious interference on the part of the former II" 

When thus I ^d pointed out the way, 
Why did you not your bills so frame ? 

For then from me you 'd heard no nay, 
And saved your House from open shame. 

Perversely you went on, to plan 
The Little TariflF Bill, to "head" 

Tour master ; — but he 's not the man 
To be bamboozled, or be led. 
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Spokbn : — " The bill was returned to the House in which 
it originated, with my objections to its becoming a law* 
"With a view to prevent, if possible, an open disagreement 
of opinion, on a point so important, I took occasion to declare 
that I regarded it as an essential pre-requisite to an increase 
of duties above twenty per cent., that the act of the 4th of 
September should remain unrepealed in its provisions." 

The bill which now before me lies, 
Regardless of my late dictation, 

Possesses incongruities — 

Joins revenue with appropriation. 

The act of 4th of last September 

United them, 'tis true, before,- 
But then the union, you'll remember, 

A very different aspect wore. 

My treasury soon will be cleaned out. 

And be in debt a pretty sum. 
But still to sign your bill I scout ; 

I will not rest beneath your thumb. 

Return I now the bill to you. 

Without my approbation. 
Demanding that, before you 're through. 
You'll send me one that's constitu- 
tional throughout the nation, 
tional throughout the nation. 
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So soon as my commands you do, 

Without equivocation, 
And humbly show that all your crew 
Admit I know what 's constitu- 
tional throughout the nation, 
tional throughout the nation. 

You then may go, by land or flu- 
id mode of navigation, 
Straight to your homes, while I'm assu- 
red that I know what 's constitu- 
tional throughout the nation, 
tional throughout the nation. 

But, after all, if you 're still stu- 
pid, after this persuasion, 
You have consent of "Tyler too," 
If two-thirds ^gree ! (the constitu- 
tional consideration, 
tional consideration.) 



9* 
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FKOM THE PITTSBURGH DAILY ADVOCATE, AUG. 1842. 

THE DISTEIBUTIOIJ.* 



Mr. Editor: — I was somewhat surprised to see 
another speech by one of the corporal's guard in your 
paper of yesterday, without any editorial comments 
upon it. There is such a very deep feeling of condem- 
nation and abhorrence of Tyler throughout this county, 
that I think none who are even suspected of a conge- 
nial feeling with him, should be allowed to occupy any 
space in your columns without at the same time being 
confronted with such remarks as should purge them of 
whatever might sully or corrupt the purity of Whig 
principles, or by their insidious wiles operate upon the 
fears of the more timid. 

* For the information of tho reader of the present day, it is proper to state 
that after onr former national debt had been entirely paid off, the treasury 
became overburdened with money, and a serious question arose as to what 
disposition should be made of it. The Whig party, under the leadership of 
Henry Clay, were in favor of tho distribution among the states of the pro- 
ceeds of the public lands, as a settled policy of the government, on the basis 
of their congressional representation. A law was passed to that effect, and 
after this division of the funds had been progressing for some time, th(5 
Democrats contrived to deplete the treasury, by repealing our protective 
tariff, and then demanded that the law for distribution be repealed. Many 
of the states had, on tho faith of the law, commenced schools, colleges, ca- 
nals, &c., of which that money was to defray the expense. It thus became 
a matter of good faith to the states that it should not be repealed. — The 
" corporal's guard" was so called because it consisted of tho hay dozen 
members of Congress who adhered to Tyler when ho betrayed the party 
jhat placed him in power. The person referred to by name in this article 
was one of that delectable guard, and was member from Allegheny county. 
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The distribution of the proceeds of the public do- 
main is a principle of the Whig party, which has been 
avowed and insisted upon with much more unanimity 
than its present yoke-fellow, the tariff; because, whilst 
the tariff appeared to bear heavily upOn some portions 
of the country and lightly upon others, the distribution 
was so entirely free from that objection as to meet witTi 
the warm approval of all, as a measure in itself just, 
and in its ultimate consequences of immense benefit to 
the purity of our republican institutions. 

Every genuine Whig acknowledges the orthodoxy of 
Henry Clay, and every measure for which the party has 
done battle these many years, against such fearful odds. 
Then, in the name of all that is consistent, how can we 
patiently listen to a man who, in his place in Congress, 
acknowledges that when he voted with the majority in 
favor of the proviso which requires the distribution to 
go on, he "feared that it would prove a stumbling- 
block in the way,'' while Clay, with all his glowing 
eloquence and power of argument, has year after year 
thundered away at the gates of the treasury, demand- 
ing, in the name of the people, the transfer of that 
fund, as a right from which they should no longer be 
debarred. 

I protest against such appeals as we have in that 
speech to the economy of the people. He acknowledges 
that they have met with great losses by the deprecia- 
tion of property, undoubtedly produced by the baneful 
workings of Democracy, and then calls upon us, in or- 
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der to save the remainder from depreciation, to give up 
distribution, for fear we get no tariff! 

Our representative appears to be unable to compre- 
hend the full value of the stake thereby put to hazard. 
Not so our sires. When in the day of trial they pledg- 
ed all they could call their own, the most precious was 
their sacred uonor. 

It appears to me to be a peculiarly shallow argument 
for an abandonment of distribution, that the Democrats 
are opposed to it, and would therefore, in the event of 
their ascendency in the next Congress, immediately 
proceed to its repeal. Would they, indeed ? Well, if 
so, would they not also repeal the tariff bill which we 
might possibly get by that abandonment ; for we have 
precisely the same grounds on which to predicate a re- 
peal of this as of that. We have their votes, to show 
that they are opposed to a protective tariff, as emphati- 
cally as to distribution. Indeed, we need but extend 
the argument a little further to convince us that unless 
we give up all our principles, and pass only such laws 
as suit the Democrats, we will incur their displeasure, 
and put them to the trouble of repealing them on the 
first opportunity. This is the natural limit of Mr. Ir- 
win's argument; but from such craven and detestable 
abandonment of duty and honor may the Whigs long 
remain unpolluted. 

When a party avows certain principles, as in its judg- 
ment essential to the good government of the country, 
and secures, in a fair and undoubted manner, an expres- 
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sion of the popular voice in its favor, (as in the elec- 
tion of 1840 was so emphatically the case,) I hold a 
refusal or neglect to carry out those principles as base 
treason against the people, and trust that the participar 
tors in it may be marked. 

Let Congress insist upon distribution, as they have 
already so manfully done, and let them insist upon 
EVERY principle for which we so long struggled, and 
let the people see that, unlike the Democrats, we do not 
preach one thing and practice another — then, while 
we fulfil our pledges to the country we secure our own 
respect, and the respect of the world; but if, on the 
contrary, we follow the example of our opponents, who 
are always ready to be wheeled about in any direction 
their leaders may choose to require, we degrade our- 
selves to their level; and, having once lost our own 
respect, we will lose the confidence of the people, and 
finally be deserted, without a hope of recovery. 
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THE WOEKING MEN * 



A Working-man's party ! — yes, and a newspaper to 
puiF its pretensions forth to the county, as the only 
party which can be relied upon to advocate the great 
claims of the man of toil ! Now this is merely an old 
affair, rubbed up for the coming election, and it is a 
pity that respectable and industrious men can be found 
to give their support to it. Years and years ago we 
had such parties, and what good did they accomplish ? 
None. A few mechanics who were too lazy to work, 
but who possessed " the gift of the gab,'' relying upon 
their poverty and occupation, made flaming harangues 
upon the wrongs of the working men, and by that 
means got themselves nominated for office; which was 
so far in accordance with their wishes. But something 
yet remained to be done, which was simply — to get 
sufficient votes to secure their election. In that they 
failed. The consequence was, a sudden death — of the 
party. This will ever be the case, as must be evident 
to any one who reflects upon the matter. 

It cannot require an argument to show that the bulk 
of the people of this country are, and will continue to 
be, working men. Doubtless more than nine-tenths of 

* A quarter of a centnry has l)rought around a state of affairs similar to 
that which existed when tlie above was written. Now, as then, there is an 
effort to make a hobby of the working man, and now, as then, we are afflict- 
ed with an accidental Executive, who basely deserts the party that voted for 
him. 
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them are such ; and, as a matter of course, any and 
every party which may be formed, whatever its name, 
will stand, as regards the elements of its composition, 
as at least nine working men to one who cannot lay 
claim to that title. Granting even that all who can 
live without work are opposed to the interests of the 
workers, is this overwhelming majority not sufficient to 
neutralize all the evil that may be attempted by them ? 
If nine-tenths of the voters be working men — which 
I think cannot be doubted — then they have all power 
of legislation in their own hands, whatever name they 
may choose to be called by, and, having the power, if 
they neglect to use it for the furtherance of their in- 
terests, or, worse, in direct opposition to them, as the 
Democrats have done for some years past, the blame, as 
well as the injury, falls with justice upon them only ; 
and the rich who, in conjunction with them, were be- 
fore doing well, now receive all the benefits of their 
unwise legislation. All the usual currents of business 
being obstructed, wherein the wealth of the rich had 
wafted the precious commodities produced by labor to 
a favorable market, they now invest it in depreciated 
real estate, or in the products of the working man, 
whether mechanic or farmer, at equally low rates. No 
real estate is now sold unless as a matter of necessity ; 
of course, then, the rich are the only gainers by such a 
state of things. 

As then a very small fraction of the people are real- 
izing all the advantages of the present gloomy times, 
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without the power (even had they the will,) to have 
produced it, let us inquire what is the most rational 
and judicious mode of action to be pursued by the en- 
lightened working man. 

We have, throughout the length and breadth of the 
land, two great parties, whose views of national policy 
are, of course, widely different. One of these came 
into power at the expiration of the presidency of John 
Quincy Adams; the country then reposing in peace 
and plenty ; the government administered with moder- 
ation and honesty; her treasury well supplied ; her faith 
and honor unquestioned; the states individually in the 
very best credit; the people industrious and thriving. 
Like a well regulated- clock, all parts worked harmoni- 
ously together. It is generally true that those who 
possess but a slight knowledge of a business are the 
most ready to try experiments Upon that which experi- 
enced workmen pronounce to be already complete — 
just so was it with Jackson. With only a smattering 
of the business, he, without hesitation, set himself at 
work among the wheels of the political clock, which 
had been regulated by those excellent men, Madison, 
Monroe and Adams, and soon succeeded in displacing 
some of its parts, through his ignorant zeal to improve 
the machine. These being replaced by others which 
were not so well fitted for their places, it went worse 
and worse. Finally, before he left, the works were 
freshly oiled and the pendulum thrown off. Like any 
other clock, it then began to whiz and rattle away with 
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great rapidity — so that when Van Buren got a peep at 
it, it was quite run down, and by the violence of its 
motion mamy of the parts were broken or made crooked. 

To drop the simile, the currency and the industry of 
the people were, by these smatterers, thought to rest on 
a wrong basis, and in endeavoring to set them right 
they swamped both. A very large portion of the party 
at last perceived their error, and,, uniting with the 
Whigs, overthrew them in the memorable political 
battle of 1840. 

The Whigs had been contending with all their might 
for a return to those well-tried measures which in bet- 
ter days had blessed the land. They fought for a tariff 
which should protect and encourage our own people 
against the cheaper because less free labor of other na- 
tions — they fought for a currency at par throughout 
the wide extent of our country — and for the distribu- 
tion of the proceeds of the public lands. For these 
they are unhappily still obliged to fight, on account of 
the death of one upon whom they relied with affection- 
ate confidence, and the treason of another, who, through 
crocodile tears and protestations of a unity of feeling, 
got their support. 

These measures are all directly identified with the 
comfort of the working man. The first supplies him 
with work, the second with such pay as he can with 
safety lay by for future use, and the third, after satis- 
fying the demands of the numerous creditors of the 
states, (some for money loaned, others for labor done,) 
10 
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will form a fund for more internal improvements, or for 
the education of the people — or perhaps for both. 
Thus new channels for trade and industry will be open- 
ed, whilst those for whose benefit the works are con- 
structed will be enlightened, so as to make the best use 
of them. 

It then appears that the principles of the Whig 
party are suited^ to the wants of the country; that 
they are such as, if carried into full effect by the gov- 
ernment, will produce that extended degree of industry, 
comfort and wealth, which go to make up a flourishing 
nation ; where the rich and the poor, being mutually 
dependent upon each other, are mutually benefited. 

Why then form a Working-man's party ? Some of 
the Whigs, hastily taking up the notion that because 
there has been a failure to do all that was promised, in 
case of the election of Harrison, without the patience 
to investigate the matter, and place the fault where 
alone it can with truth be placed, at the door of the 
acting president, fly off and unite for a Working-man's 
party ! In view of the present posture of affairs, this 
is the most effectual means perhaps that could be devis- 
ed to retard the success of the measures for which 
they contend. On the one hand the Democrats are 
arrayed (a powerful party,) against the interests of the 
American producer; and low as the country now is, 
would, had they the power again, go on with their in- 
sane experiments, still deepening the distress of the 
working man, whilst professing the most unbounded 
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love for the dear people ; and on the other hand are 
the Whigs, now engaged in a double battle for the pro- 
tection of our own labor — a battle with theiUj the open 
enemy, and against Tyler, the treacherous friend. 

Again, a Working-man's party can never hope to 
possess sufficient strength to legislate in Congress, be- 
cause there are principles involved in good government 
which such a party would not embrace in their creed. 
It is right that people who are in need of work should 
obtain it ; that having done it they should be paid ; 
but those who do not labor should also be protected, 
and encouraged to disburse their wealth. Besides — a 
Working-man's party will, as a matter of course, not 
acknowledge the claim of a professional man to take 
rank with it, but contrariwise array itself in direct op- 
position to him ; thus in its very inception practically 
confessing a determination to do injustice to a minority 
of the people, which is as great a wrong as any they 
allege to have themselves suffered ! 

But a Working-man's party should, to be entirely 
consistent, re/use all office^ because, in their opinion, a 
man who holds office is not a working man; conse- 
quently, to carry out the spirit of their combination, so 
soon as they elect one of their men to office his interest 
becomes opposed to theirs ! 

Let this be the foundation upon which to build a 
Working-man's party — an entire refusal to accept of- 
fice — and a determination to cull a ticket from the 
nominees of the other parties, having respect solely to 
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their friendship and fellow-feeling with their interests, 
•at every successive election; then, whilst they will ex- 
hibit their entire freedom from sinister motives, they 
will prove of sufficient importance to be taken into 
consideration by those parties, when nominating tickets 
for the suffrages of the public. 

If this course be not agreeable — if the working 
men feel capable or ambitious for office — then let them 
unite again with the Whigs ; the party which, scorning 
all attempts to excite one class dgainst another, desires 
and strives to promote only the " general welfare ;'' the 
good of the poor and of the rich. i842. 
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MISMANAGEMENT OF OOEPOEATIONS. 



In a city like ours, made up principally of mechanics 
and hard-working men, where the time of each is fully 
employed in his daily vocation, it is supposahle that 
thrift will in some degree follow industry. This is in 
fact pretty generally the case, and the small surplus of 
cash that year after year of toil adds to the poor man's 
store, accumulates at last to a degree which makes it 
an object of his solicitude to know what shall be done 
with it. He has no leisure to loiter where moneyed 
men congregate, to discuss the pros and cons of the 
numerous and diversified projects for making large pro- 
fits, nor for dodging about in the vicinity of such as 
are " hard up" for cash, with which to pay a note in 
bank ; where he might make a handsome shave. The 
hours for these things are his hours for labor ; he must 
therefore find some other method of investing his little 
well-earned fund, that his increasing family may be 
supplied with the comforts which his own labor is not 
sufficient to command. 

What then is to be done ? With the small sum of 
three, four or five hundred dollars, for which he has 
perhaps toiled ten or twelve years, he cannot, in justice 
to himself, buy U. S. 6^s nor Pa. 5's, at a premium, 
nor even city bank stock, (also at a high premium,) be- 
cause the trifle of dividend accruing to him, half-yearly, 
10* 
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would hardly be of sufficient importance to warrant his 
quitting work for half a day to go and lift it. 

What then, again I ask, is to be done ? There are 
numerous chartered companies existing among us, whose 
ostensible object is the accommodation of the public at 
large: such as rail-road, navigation, plank-road, coal, 
copper, telegraph, &c. When companies such as these 
are once in active operation, they are a public benefit, 
and should, therefore, just as certainly yield large pro- 
fits to the stockholders as though they belonged to 
private individuals. 

The man who invests his money in some concern 
over which he himself presides, is not satisfied unless 
it yields forty, sixty or a hundred per cent. ; and the 
public, who are his supporters, make no complaints. 
He denied himself, perhaps for many years, the indul- 
gences which young life craves, that old age might be 
well provided for, and the public only assign him the 
reward of merit, when they liberally patronize him in 
his enlarged business operations. Just so ought they 
to do when individuals aggregate themselves, and join 
their little purses, for some great general accommoda- 
tion. And I believe that, if the truth were known, 
they do give this liberal support, but the individual 
interests of the persons charged with the conduct of 
the works often interfere with the* distribution of the 
profits, and divert them to channels far removed from 
the pockets of those who, in their simplicity, confided 
their small hoardings to the company's treasurer, with 
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the hope that the dividends would add many comforts 
to their obscure homes. 

A system of rigid honesty in tte discharge of duty 
as directors, would make many a family bless, that now 
only speak with bitterness, of them. The evil of the 
opposite course has become so wide-spread, that, with 
a few honorable exceptions, a corporation can scarcely 
be pointed out, which does not, in some shape, contrive 
to withhold much of the profits from those to whom 
they rightfully belong. Some extension of the work, 
beyond its original limit, or some reconstruction of the 
old work, is forever made the pretext for holding back 
the earnings from the owners ; and this is frequently 
combined with a sneaking and unmanly concealment 
from the stockholders, of the intentions of the direct- 
ors, leading some to cling to their shares for years, in 
hopes of better times; the stock meanwhile decreasing 
steadily in value, until they, in despair, at last sell out 
at a ruinous loss. 

No Bet of directors ought to take it upon themselves 
to appropriate the earnings of their concern to any 
purpose but the ordinary repairs of the original works, 
without giving the most ample notice to the proprietors, 
that such among them as disagree to the disbursement 
may sell their interest immediately, while yet a good 
price can be had for it, and then invest in something 
else. 

The practice, also, of electing the same person to the 
posttion of president or director of several different 
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companies, with entirely dissimilar and sometimes oppo- 
sing objects to achieve, is highly objectionable, and 
leads, at least, to a want of energy in the promotion of 
the best interests of all; if indeed it does not occasion 
a periodical depression and inflation of the various 
stocks, indicating a manoeuvering of the managers, for 
the especial purpose of enriching themselves, out of 
the spoils of the poor, who have confided their slender 
means to their keeping. 

Let some little of the spirit which teaches us to do 
to others as we would wish them to do unto us, actuate 
those who are placed to guard the interests of stock- 
holders, and abuses of all kinds, whether they originate 
in selfishness, carelessness, or incompetency, will soon 
be swept away, and he who has saved a little money 
will feel no hesitation in bringing it forth, and casting 
it upon the waters, assured that it will again return, in 
perennial profits, whilst the public interests will be 
largely benefited by its use. i853. 
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EAELT MUSICAL TEAINING. 



When the public min^ shall once be made fully sen- 
sible of the fact that vocal music can be taught under- 
standingly to the youthful intellect, a great change 
must be the consequence ; and it will be deemed essen- 
tial to the happiness and respectability of every one 
that he shall have a fair knowledge of that pleasing art. 

Until recently, there has not been any attempt here 
to teach at all ; for, although we have had our singing 
schools every winter, from time immemorial, it would 
be absurd to suppose that a knowledge of the rudiments 
of music could be there acquired. Those schools have 
always been popular, because they brought the girls 
and young men together, at convenient intervals, for 
the improvement of a tender acquaintance ; but all the 
musical advantage that can be derived from such meet- 
ings, consists in simply practicing certain tunes until 
they become familiar. 

Of late, efforts have been made to impart a rudi- 
mental knowledge of the art in our common schools ; 
but to teach music to large bodies of children, through 
the instrumentality of lines, spaces, black and white 
notes, do, re, mi, base and treble clefs, &c., strikes me 
as one of the most hopeless tasks to which mortal man 
can address himself; and he who, for a series of years, 
faithfully devotes himself to such teaching, ought, at 
least, to receive large pecuniary reward; for, without 



114 The Fasciculus. 

doubt, none of his pupils will rise up and call him 
blessed. 

The entire inadequacy of the popular method of in- 
struction has been most forcibly exhibited to me, in the 
case of a little girl, still much^ under twelve years of 
age. After she had been made practically acquainted 
with the musical scale, through the medium of numer- 
als alone, she was allowed to attend the common school 
classes, where the rudiments were taught, according to 
the orthodox manner, and by a worthy teacher. What 
was the result ? Why, after about a year, she was ex- 
amined, and it was found that she could sing over the 
syllables, do re mi fa sol la si do, very glibly, and tell 
how many lines and spaces there are, &c., but when 
asked to sing a piece of music of the plainest kind, 
even by the help of the syllables, she was utterly unable 
to do it, upon any key. Here, then, was a child, as 
apt to learn as most others, with a real knowledge of 
music when she first began to attend the public teach- 
ing, and, after a year's tuition, by the common notation, 
she had not acquired a single musical idea. 

She was taken away from school, at once, and oile 
year set down as lost; but, determined that no more 
time should be squandered in that way, the music book 
was opened, and she was told to discard her do re mi's, 
as she would have no further use for them, because the 
figures should now be applied to the scale. Then the 
positions of the notes were explained to her in the 
scale of C, she being made to call C 1, D 2, E 3, &c., 
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and the whole mystery was at once cleared up, so far 
as the key of C was concerned. After a little practice 
on that key, the scale of one sharp was taken, and she 
was then taught to call Gr 1, A 2, &c. 

A few weeks of careful instruction, by this method, 
and a rigid attention to beating time, metamorphosed 
the little girl into a very good sight-singer, in all the 
common keys ; and now, after the expiration of half a 
year, there are perhaps not many females about the 
city, young or old, who can read, at sight, a piece of or- 
dinary psalm music, with greater facility. 

I infer from the foregoing, that the true method of 
teaching children music, is through the medium of fig- 
ures; because they represent the musical intervals, and 
if wrongly sounded the error will be detected by the 
child itself; whilst syllables only represent the inter- 
vals of lines and spaces, which, to the mind of youth, 
is the fruitful source of mystification and discourage- 
ment. 

Let, then, a vigorous effort be made to introduce a 
system by which advancement will be rapid and sure, 
and the rising generation will be put in possession of 
one of the most delightful and soiil-stirring enjoyments 
that the world can give. That which heretofore has 
been only partially learned, after much labor, will be- 
come universal, in the future, because children can 
comprehend it while their voices are yet pliant, and 
their tempers unsoured by the rough jostlings of the 
world. 
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MUSICAL EDUOATION OF YOUNG LADIES. 



TnERE is a very large amount of money expended, 
in the present age, upon the musical education of young 
ladies. Fashion inexorably demands a piano for every 
house which makes the least pretension to gentility ; 
and each young Miss, as soon as she can be trusted in 
the parlor by herself, must be taught to play upon that 
instrument. Where this luxury can be afforded, there 
can be no objection to it, but there are objections 
against the method of teaching, which are of sufficient 
importance to demand a reform. 

Papa is immersed in business, and, has not time to 
superintend the education of his children. Every 
hour of his time is devoted to the single object of ma- 
king money, and his daughters advance from childhood 
into the higher position of Misses, without his obser- 
vation. Mamma, therefore, takes the opportunity, per- 
haps while he is swallowing his hasty dinner, to inform 
him of it, and at the same time to remind him that 
their musical education must be attended to. He, of 
course, knows nothing about music, himself, (for, al- 
though, like every body else, he went to singing-school 
in his young days, he Fearnt nothing there,) conse- 
quently the important matter of choosing a piano rests 
upon her. This she very gladly attends to, and he 
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complacently draws a check on his bankers for three 
or four hundred dollars, in payment of the bill. The 
massive piece of parlor furniture is then installed in 
its new position, to the unbounded delight of the fe- 
male portion of the family. 

Being now safely deposited, the next thing in order 
is the selection of a teacher for the Misses. Mamma 
is again called upon to act, and she procures a fashion- 
able teacher, at twelve or fifteen dollars per quarter for 
each pupil — who devotes an hour weekly to each. In 
the course of two or three years he succeeds in making 
very tolerable players of such as happen to have a li- 
king for sweet sounds ; but then it is expected by the 
mother, that Miss Angelina, and Miss Arabella Amelia, 
and her other loves, who all have very sweet voices, 
shall be likewise taught to sing. Here, then, lies the 
difficulty. Monsieur, the music master, can easily make 
Miss comprehend, when he gives a lesson on the piano ; 
but he knows very well that it is a different thing to 
teach singing, and that the unremitting labor of years 
is necessary, on the part of the teacher, to instill a 
knowledge of its principles, according to the Guidonian 
system. He therefore avoids the task, and simply lays 
the. music of a song, down before her, on the piano, and 
'plays it through a few times, after which he tells her 
to learn it by the time he calls again ; which she faith- 
fully does, by playing it over until she knows the tune 
of it, and afterward fits on the words. In this way 
the young ladies are supplied, in the course of time, 
11 
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with a stock of songs, which, upon occasion, they sing 
before their delighted friends. 

This method of instructing young ladies looks very 
much as though it were intended merely for a tempo- 
rary purpose. Some unsuspecting young man is, after 
a while, to be charmed by the warbling of the bird, 
and to have Mamma's consent to have her in his cage; 
but when he gets her there he soon finds her notes are 
becoming less sweet, and after a while the singing is 
entirely stopped, because no knowledge of the princi- 
ples of music was instilled into her mind, and the labor 
of learning to sing each song, by hearing herself play 
it over on the piano, is too great to be endured, now 
that no sufficient inducement is any longer presented. 

Not only are the young ladies entirely uneducated in 
the art of reading vocal music, but even on the piano 
they merely learn imitatively, and after playing for 
years, may not be able to tell in what key they are per- 
forming, nor what is a crotchet, and what a quaver ; 
and as for keeping time systematically, it may never 
once have been hinted to them. 

Learning music by imitation certainly cannot rank 
very high, as an intellectual accomplishment, when 
even a parrot, which a lady had instructed, and after- 
ward presented to Braham, the great English singer, 
after dinner, during a pause in the conversation, sud- 
denly called out in the most familiar manner, " Come, 
Braham, give us a song !" After repeating the de- 
mand, without avail, the parrot itself struck up the first 
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verse of *' God save the king," and sung it through in 
a clear, warbling tone ! 

Let it not be insinuated any more, that there is a 
resemblance between young ladies and parrots. Let 
the ladies themselves show that they are unsatisfied 
with the manner in which they have been taught, and 
insist upon being instructed like rational creatures; 
and, though the labor will be somewhat greater at first, 
they will soon discover a marked rapidity in their ad- 
vancement, because a knowledge of the fundamental 
principles will clear the path, and they can go forward 
with an understanding mind. There will then be no 
longer any limit to their progress, except such as they 
themselves choose to assign; and the music master's 
services can be dispensed with, while the poor imitator 
is still groping along in the most helpless impotency. 
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IHFOBTAHOE OF OHUBOH MUSIO. 



Vocal music ought to be considered by every Chris- 
tian community as a branch of education essential to 
the welfare of each individual. The real offerings of 
the church, as of individuals, consist of prayers and 
praises. In the congregation the prayer is uttered by 
one who possesses the requisite gifts, and the assembly 
usually give their silent assent to it; which is decent, 
and far more solemn than though they were all clamor- 
ously to speak their desires, and fill the house with the 
discord of many voices. Prayer, then, being necessa- 
rily confined in its utterance to one voice, for the sake 
of decorum and sense. Praise should also be so regula- 
ted as not to lie exposed to the charge of ignorance 
and folly, when uttered by the united voices of the con- 
gregation. This, however, can only be accomplished 
by previously acquiring a knowledge of the art of 
singing. 

The churches have been blamable for not giving that 
attention to the cultivation of music which its high 
importance demands. There has been altogether too 
much desire to secure merely popular and eloquent 
preachers ; who are, unfortunately, usually ignorant of 
music, and either do not perceive the great necessity 
of this part of worship, or else are so far forgetful. of 
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their duties as to discourage its improvement, lest their 
own gifts may not monopolize the attention of the con- 
gregation. 

In consequence of discouragement by those haying 
authority in congregations, the department of music or 
praise is very often allowed to fall so low as to become 
a perfect scandal, to such as possess proper feelings of 
devotion or ears attuned to a correct perception of mu- 
sical sounds. Frequently a few enterprising members 
of a congregation, to obviate the shamefulness of such 
a condition of things, procure the services of some per- 
sons skilled in music, to conduct this part of the exer- 
cises, who may be altogether disconnected with them 
in feeling, aud utterly indifferent to religion. Curtains 
are then sometimes resorted to, which conveniently 
screen the choit from the gaze of the audience, and 
whilst they are worshiping with the minister, the sing- 
ers are, perhaps, cracking jokes, or relating the news of 
the day. This is so far from an overdrawn statement, 
that I have myself witnessed scenes in the choir of a 
still more reprehensible character. 

It is time the Christian community should perceive 
that there are really only two branches of religious wor- 
ship, properly so called. One of these is Prayer, the 
other Praise, as was stated before. The preacher is 
expected to give expression to the prayer in terms be- 
fitting the subject, and praise should be equally as un- 
derstandingly enunciated by the choir, (to which all of 
the church who have skill should belong,) so that the 

IP 
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congregation may have their hearts lifted up in adora- 
tion and thanksgiving. This is the end and aim of 
church music, and can only be reached where the 
singers possess the art of expressing the sentiment of 
the psalm or hylnn in harmonious strains. 

As previously hinted, the acquisition of an eflfective 
preacher is too exclusively the care of congregations. 
It is right that great fitness for the office of expounding 
the Scriptures should be demanded by those who desire 
instruction in the sacred volume, but the possession of 
such a preacher should be deemed only half their trea- 
sure, and, if need be, money should be a^ liberally ap- 
propriated to the support of the musical as of the 
preaching department, and its power of rousing the 
sympathies of the audience should be as sedulously 
cultivated. 

Until we become thoroughly impressed with the 
truth of the foregoing idea, the voice of thanksgiving 
will necessarily be expressed very meagerly — let us 
then stir up ourselves to the work, and teach the rising 
generation the noble art of singing with the under- 
standing ; and, perchance after all other offerings have 
been made, the time may again come, when, as at the 
dedication of the temple, the Father of All shall descend, 
through the mighty harmony of innumerable voices 
and the majestic tones of instruments, and once more 
take up his abode with the children of his never-ceas- 
ing love. 
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UNMUSIOAL EDITOES. 



One great drawback to our musical advancement, 
hereabouts, is to be found in the almost total want of 
ear among our editorial fraternity. (We beg pardon, 
they have ears^ but none for music.) While^we view 
this as an infirmity for which they are to be pitied, 
now that they are growing old and past the years when 
musical knowledge and taste can be instilled into them, 
and are constantly liable to squabbles and broils among 
themselves, for lack of the harmonious principle, we 
cannot but deplore the result which it has, negatively, 
upon our young people, in deterring them from the 
study and practice of music. Were our editors wide 
awake to concord of sweet sounds, they would give us 
musical items, not only about Jenny Lind, Alboni, and 
Catharine Hayes, but also such as would have a local 
interest. Why is it, that whatever savors of discord, 
is so greedily snatched up and paraded from day to 
day before the eyes of the readers of the daily papers ? 
For example, Mrs. McGrady attaches her clothes-line, 
by mistake, to the hook on her fence which is claimed 
by Mrs. Snarl. Mrs. Snarl is tenacious of her rights, 
and cuts the line, dropping the wet clothes into the 
dirt. Mrs. McGrady hereupon throws a bucket of slops 
over her amiable neighbor, when she suddenly finds 
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her cap and hair in the grip of the soused woman, and 
the back yards of several of the neighboring tenements 
are duly impressed with the delectable proceedings. 
But the combatants have hardly arrived at the actual 
battery, ere the '* locals" of sundry dailies are on the 
spot, taking notes; and on the following morning a 
hundred men and boys are stirring, at early dawn, to 
circulate the newspapers, filled with this and the like 
occurrences, for the edification of our orderly citizens. 

Such items are what we call scandal, when dwelt 
upon at the tea-table, where they may be supposed to 
obtain a limited notoriety — what then ought they to 
be denominated when systematically published over the 
whole city? 

Let the editors give us more news of pleasing events, 
where concord holds sway; where the harmonious feel- 
ings of our nature are drawn out ; where the soothing 
influences of politeness and friendship are made to ele- 
vate our nature above the coarse and the brutish. 

The taste which caters so industriously to the appetite 
for violence, is sadly in need of the humanizing and 
soothing influences of music. Had those who control 
our daily papers been instructed in that divine art, 
while their characters were yet unformed, how would 
it not have shown itself in after life; refining their 
perceptions, and instinctively urging them to draw the 
veil over the rude and violent ; while the lovely and 
the good would, upon all occasions, have been held up 
jind expatiated upon. 
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Early training to the performance of music, as a 
branch of education, cannot be estimated too highly 
in its moral effects upon the mind. That which at first 
only trains the ear to the distinctions of concord and 
discord, eventually stamps its influence upon the whole 
mental organization. Scenes of violence become hate- 
ful, and their recital no less so, because they jar on the 
mental ear like discordant notes on the material one. 
Give us, then, an education where music forms one of 
its elements; and give us newspapers which hold up 
the bright side of nature, and say a good word, and an 
understanding one, about music, occasionally ; and the 
community will be largely benefited by them. 
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EBBONEOnS MUSIOAL OBITIOIBM. 



TnERE is a straight-laoed style of musical criticism 
which prevails in some of our papers devoted exclu- 
sively to musical affairs, not a whit more rational than 
many of the solemn absurdities that distracted people's 
minds some two centuries ago, when one idea was all 
that one mind could grasp, and every thing was required 
to be banished or destroyed which interfered with that 
idea. I refer to the onslaughts made upon every per- 
formance where imitation is introduced, to heighten 
the effect. These performances are usually of the 
comic sort, and are, doubtless, on that account, set 
down as emanations from the lower regions, by these 
musical *' roundheads;" and every effort to add to their 
comicality, by means extraneous to music, is an evi- 
dence, to their minds, of turpitude in the performer, . 
deserving of the severest condemnation. 

These critics have the very mistaken notion that be- 
cause one piece of music brings down more vociferous 
applause than another, the audience thereby commit 
themselves, and award the preference to it^ as a piece 
of music, without reference to its character in other 
respects. With just as much propriety might a man 
object to the conduct of an intelligent audience, where 
good speaking is going on, should they fail to shout as 
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boisterously at the conclusion of a sentimental poem as 
at the recital of Tam O'Shanter. 

Music, like every thing else, has its two sides, and 
we should no more discourage the performance of laugh- 
able music than any thing else that has a tendency to 
make man contented and cheerful. One of our critics, 
in giving an account of a festival in Germany, recently, 
where much heavy music was performed, thus lashes 
the audience for daring to laugh : 

" It was somewhat sad to observe, that those songs which 
seemed to bring down humanity the nearest to mere animal 
being were the most admired, so that one in which imita- 
tions of the bleating of sheep, and the cries of the domestic 
animals were introduced, called forth the loudest laugh, and 
the most violent clapping of hands. 

" From what we saw it seemed to be very evident that the 
Germans, or at least those assembled on this occasion, with 
all their musical culture, are more pleased with a really silly 
or foolish song, which includes a little monkey-like acting 
or gesticulation, than with a * Lied ohne Worte,' by Men- 
delssohn, or a quartette or symphDny by Beethoven. Good 
music is undoubtedly appreciated by a greater part, com- 
paratively, of the people here, than in America; but, if 
one may judge from appearances at this festival, the major- 
ity still prefer a good laugh to good music, and mere comic 
acting to classic song.'* 

Another critic, sitting in judgment on a concert 

given in Boston, thus castigates the natives for their 

propensity to oachination: 

** In a piece representing a sleigh ride, the leader of the 
band performed the dignified part of jingling a string of 
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sleigh-bells, and interspersing the performance with the cries 
of the driver to his horses, and the barking of dogs ; while 
another member imitated the cracking of a whip with a 
strap of leather. Now we dislike to find fault, even with 
such clap-trap as this, especially when, as in this case, it 
was the very thing most rapturously encored by the audi- 
ence ; but we cannot do justice to our regard for an art so 
beautiful and elevating as is music, if wo pass by in silence 
such a degradation of its aims/' 

These criticisms bring forcibly to our mind an anec- 
dote that Chief Justice Marshall used to relate. My 
f eaders will all remember, that although he stood for 
many years at the head of the judiciary, and of course 
mingled with the highest circles, he yet retained a sim- 
plicity of character which marks the really great man. 
On one occasion, being at a dinner party, where the 
conversation chanced to turn on the subject of polite- 
ness, it was remarked to him that a truly polite person 
never laughs loud in company. The observation struck 
him as so monstrously ridiculous that he burst into a 
roar, both loud and long, at the folly of endeavoring to 
restrain the genuine feelings of nature ! 

Music has its foundations broad and deep in the 
heart of man, and no fears need be indulged of its dis- 
lodgment; we can, therefore, well afford to allow of its 
presentation in any shape that the fancy may dictate. 
Let us have freedom in music, as well as in other things, 
and an enlightened public will, without doubt, do jus- 
tice to it, whether it be grave or gay. 
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FLIGHT OF THE KALMUCK TAETAES. 



The empire of Eussia has been advancing with rapid 
strides in the path of improvement ever since the days 
of Peter. Her remote provinces have been made to 
feel the existence of a central power, and, while the 
laws have been gradually made less rigorous, the people 
have become more nationalized; their measurable dis- 
enthralment from slavery having paved the way for 
those feelings which nature supplies to all who possess 
a home free from the obtrusive tyranny of a master. 
True, their nationality has not yet attained the distinc- 
tive character possessed by neighboring nations which 
have long basked in the sunshine of civilization, but 
that is sufficiently explained by the fact that they are 
a body composed of smaller tribes, who have from time 
to time been added to the empire, either from choice 
or conquest, possessing a diversity of languages, and 
great diflferences of religious faith. While, however, 
the people of that great empire in general are steadily 
improving, there are tribes dotted around its borders, 
who, although nominally in subjection to the Czar, do 
not care to alter their condition — who, like our own 
Indians, are averse to the peaceful and industrious hab- 
its of their neighbors, but roam about either as hunters 
or shepherds. To this class belong thp Kalmuck Tar- 
12 
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tars ; a people over whom the Russian government had 
80 far obtained the mastery as to make some alteration 
in the succession of their Khans. 

Nineteen years passed in this manner, without vio- 
lence, when the reigning Khan died, leaving his son, 
the prince Oubacha, then about eighteen years old, as 
his successor. 

• The young prince succeeded to the government in 
the year 1761. He was possessed of sufficient personal 
bravery, but of an amiable and unsuspecting disposition, 
and therefore not qualified to wield the sceptre of such 
a people. A competitor soon arose in the person of 
Zebec-Dorchi, his cousin, possessing in the eyes of the ' 
people equal claims to the khanship. This prince had 
some qualities of a kind fitted to attract the sympathy 
of a semi-barbarous people. He had a commanding 
person, to which was added a mind capable of the most 
daring deeds ; but perfidy and remorselessness reigned 
supreme in his breast, giving him an advantage over 
his guileless cousin of the most fearful character. 

Of the manner in which this man made use of his 
advantages — first, by cheating the Czarina Elizabeth ; 
secondly, by entangling Oubacha in his toils; and, 
thirdly, by procuring the revolt and flight of the Kal- 
muck people ; together with the horrors and unuttera- 
ble cruelties to which they were subjected, for a period 
of eight months — ^^I will attempt a condensed outline. 

The plan prepared by Zebec for the gratification of 
his ambition made it necessary, as a preliminary step. 
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to obtain political power in his own country, and this 
could only be accomplished through the instrumentality 
of the Czarina. He therefore went to St. Petersburg, 
and so successfully played his card as to procure the 
imperial sanction to an important alteration in the Kal- 
muck Sarga or State Council. The Sarga had hitherto 
been entirely subordinate to the Khan ; the cunning 
Zebek-Dorchi, however, represented to the Russian cab- 
inet that serious inconvenience might arise to the gov- 
ernment in the event of an outbreak among the Kal- 
mucks at any future period, if the Khan was left to 
rule without any check to his power among his own 
nation ; and by this feigned attachment to the empire, 
he succeeded in his first measure, which placed the 
Sarga in a position of entire independence as regards 
the Khan, but in lieu made them stipendiaries of, and 
accountable to, the E-ussian government. This measure 
accomplished, the next step was to procure his own ap- 
pointment as Chief of the Sarga — which was very 
easily accomplished, in consideration of his claims as a 
Kalmuck prince, with the expectation that his ambi- 
tion would be appeased by this mark of imperial favor. 
But the wily prince had now but commenced the work 
— this was but the first step in the path which he had 
marked out, and which in its final accomplishment was 
to immolate on the altar of ambition the lives of count- 
less multitudes. 

When Zebec returned to his tribe, he was- received 
by his cousin and the people in the most affectionate 
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manner ; their short-sightedness even inducing them to 
hail him as a puhlic henefactor. His success was so 
far complete. Now he stood upon an eminence, from 
which he could direct his operations with authority 
and a far-reaching vision. The time had now come 
when the mighty plan which his ambition had prompt- 
ed must be divulged, at least in part, to some accomplices, 
in order to prepare the way for more active operations. 
As the most profound secresy was necessary to success, 
he addressed himself to only three persons, in the first 
instance, one of whom was the young Khan, who, as 
chief of the tribe, he intended to use rather as an in- 
strument than as a fellow-conspirator. The second was 
his own father-in-law, a man who coveted the substan- 
tial power and emoluments of a sovereign for his daugh- 
ter and son-in-law, and therefore was ready to engage 
in any undertaking likely to attain that object. The 
third, and by far the most important auxiliary to his 
scheme, was the Lama or Kalmuck pontiflF. This man 
possessed a mind that harmonized well with Zebec's ; 
his unbounded but gloomy pride, his power of deep 
dissimulation, his energy, and his remorseless cruelty, 
were qualities which eminently recommended him as a 
co-worker in the gigantic plot. 

To these men Zebec-Dorchi unfolded his design, 
which was no less than the revolt and flight of the 
whole Kalmuck people, men, women and children, and 
the removal of all their cattle and goods, over a space 
equal to one-sixth the circumference of the earth ; the 
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route embracing in its course all the frightful impedi- 
ments that the face of nature can exhibit or the mind 
of man invent. The flight was to be of such a nature 
and extent as to preclude the posssibility of a return, 
and in order to improve their condition they must reach 
a land whose sovereign had sufficient power at command 
to protect them, and lands to bestow, enough to satisfy 
the wants of their almost countless flocks and herds. 
To attain these ends no place would suffice nearer than 
China. China, then, he determined upon, as the coun- 
try to which the flight should be directed. 

The Lama suggested that a religious character should 
be given to the proceedings, by which means the feel- 
ings of the superstitious people would be enlisted, and 
greater unanimity and alacrity manifested. To make 
this effectual, the great head of their religion, the De- 
lai Lama, of Thibet, was consulted. He entered into 
their scheme, and made a solemn announcement that 
no year save that of the Tiger ^ in which to commence 
the flight, would lead to a happy issue. The Kalmuck 
manner of computing the years, by cycles of twelve, to 
each of which was affixed the name of some animal, 
made it imperative upon them to depart in the ap- 
proaching year of the Tiger, which answered to our A. 
D. 1771, or remain another twelve years. 

It was determined, to avoid all risk of the Kussian 

government's suspicions, that they should take their 

leave at the earliest period the oracle would permit. 

The year of their departure thus fixed, the question as 

12* 
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to the season which would combine most advantages for 
their safe removal, was soon determined to be that 
which should be most inclement^ because some large 
rivers which lay in their way would then be bridged 
over with ice, and thus aflFord a passage for the flooks 
and heavily laden camels. The month of January, 
then, was chosen as that in which their grand project 
should be put into operation. All this was enacted in 
secret conclave : as yet none, except those four, have 
any intimation of the tremendous journey they are re- 
quired to make. Simple souls ! they tend their flocks 
or follow their customary avocations with perfect un- 
concern, or if any thought of the future haunt their 
minds, it is limited by the aspiration that their bones 
may rest beside those of their fathers. 

During this time the Czarina was waging a deadly 
war with the Turks, and that no suspicions of the in- 
tended revolt might by any possibility be entertained 
by her, Oubacha furnished an increased host of cavalry, 
to operate against the Turks and the Bashkirs, a tribe 
of fierce people dependent upon them. The Kalmuck 
horsemen did great service in this war, overthrowing 
the enemy, with much loss, and carrying victory wher- 
ever they turned. These exploits, instead of being ac- 
knowledged with gratitude by the Russian government, 
were left unrewarded. When the fullness of time ar- 
rived this omission was made to operate with full force 
on the minds of a people jealous of their military 
renown. 
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The sequel will also show that the hideous sufferings 
the Kalmucks sustained in their flight, were mainly 
brought on by their zeal in the cause of the Czarina in 
this war — that those who were then vanquished by 
Kalmuck prowess, took, in their turn, a revenge that 
for malignancy remains unparalleled. 

Zebec having secured the imperial sanction to the 
independent action of the Sarga, and himself appoint- 
ed chief, found that he was now in the precise posi- 
tion required, in order to carry out the plan which he 
had projected for the removal of the tribe. He was 
in fact the prime ruler, and dictated alike to the Khan 
and the people, without exciting the ill will of any — 
the Khan from his unsuspecting nature giving him his 
confidence, and the people because they looked up to 
him as possessing equal, if not superior, claims to the 
khanship. 

The time was now near at hand when a whole nation 
must wheel off and march. Only one short month re- 
mained to usher in the year of the Tiger. The fifth 
day of that year had been fixed as that upon which 
they were to bid an everlasting adieu to the land of 
their birth, and seek in other climes, and among a far 
different people, for a home more congenial; and yet 
not a whisper of the mighty project had been borne to 
their ears, Zebec readily undertook to unfold the im- 
portant information. To effect this without apprising 
the Russians in the remotest degree of their intentions, 
he devised a stratagem of great boldness and entire 
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success: he cauEcd couriers to arrive in the wildest 
haste, announcing a sudden foray of the Bashkirs and 
KirghiscSj on the frontiers of their territory, about a 
hundred and twenty miles distant. These tribes had 
suffered severely in the Turkish war, and had been ad- 
ded to the Russian empire, mainly through the prowess 
of the Kalmuck cavalry, and therefore were likely to 
be foes in whom the love of plunder would be accom- 
panied by the desire of revenge upon their subjugators. 
Custom required of the Kalmucks, that, whenever 
danger threatened them from without, every family 
should send its man instantly to the scene of war. To 
the point now designated they repaired without a mo- 
ment's delay, to the number of eighty thousand. There, 
on that solitary ground, where no ears save those of 
his own people could hear his words, Zebec unfolded 
his plan. He began by recounting the tyrannical be- 
havior of Russia toward them as a people ; the indig- 
nity, the undisguised contempt, with which their relig- 
ious ceremonies were viewed 3 the evident intention of 
hemming them in with a military force, a measure 
which in fact was already in progress, and which would 
ultimately compel them to renounce their pastoral and 
other roving avocations, and congregate in towns, there 
to follow the servile trades made indispensable by such 
a state, and which the Tartar views with contempt. 
Russia, he proceeded, increases the levies of our young 
men, yearly, without acknowledging the great services 
they perform ; and, worse than all, she now has it in 
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contemplation to tear from us our eldest sons, who will 
be held as hostages for our submission to whatever she 
chooses in future to exact. 

As the assertion relative to hostages was Zebec's 
main dependence — that which would strike home to 
the bosom of every family — he had provided some 
documents, most likely forged by himself and the La- 
ma, to prove it, and thus made a breach through which 
he could pour his scheme of revolt and flight without 
resistance. But even now this wily man did not say 
to them, you must fly to China ! No, that would have 
put the whole plot in jeopardy. He merely advised to 
transport themselves and their substance, from the 
banks of the Wolga to the further side of the Temba, 
or some other large river, where they could fortify 
themselves, and from thence negotiate with Kussia, in 
so bold and confident a tone as would insure attention 
to their demands. This appeared so reasonable to the 
now irritated Kalmucks that they unanimously assented 
to it ; and forthwith the assembled multitude dispersed 
to their homes, to prepare with the most furious haste 
for this desperate undertaking. Their vigorous prepa- 
rations soon raised the suspicions of the few agents 
that were kept amongst them by Eussia ; except one, 
by name Kinchinskoi, a person of some distinction, and 
having the title of Grand Pristaw, or Great Commis- 
sioner, who was possessed of such egregious vanity as 
to suppose nothing could be concocted by the Kalmucks 
without his knowledge ; he consequently would not be- 
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lieve what he had not the merit of first discovering. 
As he had been placed among them partly for the pur- 
pose of apprising the government of any outbreak or 
unruly conduct, they now felt secure that the Czarina 
would take no measures against them, relying on the 
reports of her Grand Pristaw that all was safe. 

Beketoff, the governor of Astrachan, discovered the 
intended revolt of the Tartars, near the close of De- 
cember, and instantly dispatched couriers to St. Peters- 
burg with the alarming intelligence. Copies of these 
dispatches were immediately forwarded to the G-reat 
Commissioner, who returned answer that all was well, 
and ridiculed the fears of the Governor as groundless; 
pledging his head for the correctness of his report. 
Still the Governor persisted, and placed the Czarina in 
a quandary, until the memorable and fatal 5th of Jan- 
uary of the Tiger year arrived, which dispelled all 
doubts, and forfeited the life of the Grand Pristaw, as 
well as the lives of myriads of deluded Kalmucks. 

The Governor of Astrachan was the first to hear the 
realization of his predictions, and, with feelings of re- 
venge and ambition, he mounted his sledge and flew, 
at the rate of three hundred miles a day, to announce 
the news to the Czarina ; who then, to gratify her own 
and his spite, commissioned him to seize the luckless 
Pristaw, and confine him with the utmost rigor. This 
was quickly done by the impatient Governor, and in. 
the dungeon's gloom the veil of death was soon cast 
over the vain and foolish Kinchinskoi. 
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The day solemnly set apart by the Lama for the 
great movement had now arrived. The 5th of Janu- 
ary was at hand, and with it the tumult of a nation 
ready to leave their homes forever. At dawn of day 
they began to assemble, and were dispatched in squad- 
rons of ten thousand, at intervals of half an hour. The 
women and children, numbering more than two himdred 
thousand, were carried off in wagons and on camels, in 
masses of twenty thousand each, accompanied by strong 
escorts, and continually swelling their numbers by ac- 
cessions from the more distant parts of the country, as 
they proceeded. A body of sixty to eighty thousand 
of the best mounted men remained for the purpose of 
marking the land they were about to leave. They ap- 
plied the torch without compunction, and that day saw 
the habitations of a whole nation sending up, instead 
of graceful wreaths of smoke from peaceful hearths, 
the roaring flame, fierce and remorseless, darting around 
its innumerable tongues, and licking clean whatever 
came in its way, leaving the land, but yesterday the 
abode of a vast multitude, to-day a blackened and un- 
sightly wilderness. 

The work of destruction complete — the habitations 
scattered over a space of ten thousand square miles de- 
stroyed — they were then ready to depart. All their 
hopes must now be centred in the far off land toward 
which they had turned their faces. The river Jaik 
was about three hundred miles distant from their main 
point of departure on the Wolga. That place they 
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reached by forced marches in seven days. To a people 
such as they this was endurable, but their flocks and 
herds were not so hardy; the sheep perished in im- 
mense numbers, and milk, an essential article to that 
people, soon failed; the children were only saved by 
the milk of the camels. 

The banks of the Jaik were possessed by the Cos- 
sacks, who,*on the fourth day after the arrival of the 
Kalmucks, fell upon the oulass or clan called Feka- 
Zcchorr, numbering about nine thousand fighting men, 
and utterly destroyed them. This clan was distant 
from head-quarters about eighty miles, on account of 
the wide range of pasturage required by their immense 
flocks and herds, and the attack was so sudden as 
to cut ofl" all chance of assistance from their distant 
brethren; and as quarter was neither asked nor granted, 
they were left no alternative but to fight till death 
closed the scene. 

After the consternation produced by this horrible 
fray had somewhat subsided, the Kalmucks determined 
to resume their flight with more haste than ever. The 
further side of the Torgau was to be the next halting 
place, but a point distant a hundred and fifty miles 
from their present ground, presented a narrow defile 
through which they must pass, or else make a circuit 
of some five hundred miles to gain the same river, 
which made it of the utmost importance to get pos- 
session ere the Cossacks should reach it, and as they 
were each at nearly equal distances, the march would 
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oeoessarily possess the character of a race. This, to 
the Kalmucks, hampered as they were with their wo- 
men and children, their cattle and flocks, was a terrihle 
feat to perform — to outrun the unencumbered Cos- 
sacks. At it they went ; swiftly they sped along through 
one entire day, and much of the ensuing night, Suffer- 
ing and death marking the way — the camels alone re- 
maining unscathed. The morning of the second day 
brought snow, which soon made a halt necessary. The 
snow continued falling with little intermission for ten 
days, when it became cold, and in three days more the 
surface was hardened sufficiently to bear the weight of 
the animals. While the snowing continued the people 
tasted much of comfort, made more sweet by the recol- 
lection of the horrors of the preceding marches^ — but 
embittered by the thought that seventy thousand had 
already perished, without reckoning the clan Feka-Ze- 
chorr, which was totally destroyed by the sword. 

Oubacha had dispatched men in every direction, to 
reconnoitre, who now returned with the startling news 
that the imperial troops from Central Asia were con- 
verging in large masses toward the fords of the Torgau, 
to intercept the flying tribes; while a strong force was 
hastening on their rear. Not a moment was now to be 
lost, for in speed lay their only hope of safety. On the 
second day of February they reached the defile, and 
found it pre-occupied by the Cossacks. They had won 
the race by a few hours! Oubacha charged upon 
them, however, with such spirit, that they soon began 
13 
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to give way, when Zebeo, who had, unperoeived, con- 
trived to gain their rear, with a body of the best fight- 
ing men, suddenly fell upon them, and made such a 
slaughter as amply avenged them of their murdered 
comrades. Very few, indeed, of the Cossacks, ever 
returned to tell the fate of their companions. 

The road was now clear to the Torgau, but a Bussiaii 
force under Gen. Traubenberg was marching* thither 
to intercept them, to be joined by a large body of 
Bashkirs and Kirghises, both bitter enemies of the 
Kalmucks, and panting for an opportunity to strike a 
deadly blow. To the wretched Kalmucks there was 
allowed no respite. Neither the agony of a mother; 
nor the faltering step of a haggard and death-struck 
«hild; nor the last convulsive gasp of a hoary sire; 
nor any other sad event, was allowed to interfere for 
one moment with the mighty rush. Onward, still on- 
ward, although the wolves were impatient for their 
repast. For seven weeks the severity of the cold added 
to their torments -^hundreds who lay down round some 
central fire at night were found dead on the morrow — 
multitudes whose strength failed were left to perish 
from cold or the fangs of wild beasts. Still the icy 
finger of Zebec pointed fiercely onward. At length, 
as weeks and months passed, the weather became warm- 
er ; February, March and April, had come and gone, 
and then came May, and still the Torgau was not 
reached — until at last, near the close of May, their 
weary eyes and hearts were gladdened by a sight of its 
waters. 
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They had now passed over a space of about two 
thousand miles, and pitched their camp on the fertile 
banks of the Torgau, where they hoped to enjoy a re- 
spite from their enemies and their toils, until their 
wretched condition should be improved, and then, after 
the summer heats had passed, by easy stages to continue 
the journey, so as to arrive at their final resting place 
late in the autumn. 

The stricken and shattered Kalmucks having taken 
up a secure position on the further side of the Torgau, 
a mournful census of their condition and numbers was 
taken, which disclosed the heart-rending truth that 
two hundred and fifty thousand fellow-pilgrims, whose 
pulses beat quick with indignation and hope, when 
they so lately left their home and country, were now 
no more : their bones lay scattered along the silent 
earth, white and melancholy as the nebulous arch 
above } the track of each equally defined, the unnum- 
bered particles of each equally countless. Added to 
this was the total extermination of their flocks and 
herds : every thing that breathed the breath of life, 
save the camels, who die a thousand deaths and still 
live, was either slaughtered or left to perish, and gorge 
the ravenous beasts of the desert. 

The humane and sensitive Khan, struck with the 
terrible havoc already committed upon the people, and 
anxious to shield the remnant from further agony and 
torture, called the Council together, and had the ques- 
tion debated whether even now it would not be better 
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to turn their faces back and retrace their weary steps, 
throw themselves on the mercy of the Czarina, and be 
forgiven, aa he contended they assuredly would — him- 
self being ready with his own life to expiate >the trans- 
gression of his people — than to go on, the sport and 
victims of the fiends. The Khan's magnanimous pro- 
posal was rejected, Zebec-Dorchi insisting that as half 
the journey was now accomplished, the inducements 
were on that score equal, whether to push forward or 
return; but if they returned, their course would lie 
through a wilderness, frightful, as containing the wrecks 
of nearly half their people, and doubly so, as almost 
certainly proving the grave of the remainder; now 
that every thing the land contained calculated to sus- 
tain life had already been appropriated to their suste- 
nance, while on the other hand their forward path lay 
through regions comparatively fertile. Notwithstanding 
this and other arguments enforced by Zebec, the heart- 
broken people leaned toward the proposal of the Khan, 
and flattered themselves that the Czarina would require 
no vengeful sacrifice, but that the horrible sufferings 
their rashness had already cost them, would expiate 
the guilt of their rebellion. 

The Kalmucks were soon fated to have their confi- 
dence in the imperial pardon shaken. .Oen. Trauben- 
berg reached Orenburg with his army, on the Ist of 
June, reinforced by ten thousand Bashkirs and nearly 
as many Kirghises ; from which place he immediately 
dispatched two envoys to the Khan, requiring his un- 
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conditional surrender. Still, &om the sluggish dispo- 
sition of Traubenberg and the precarious state of his 
army, after so protracted and rigorous a march, they 
trusted, by some preliminary negotiations, to procure 
more favorable terms. In the mean time the envoys 
on their return to the Kussian camp reported that the 
Kalmucks were only ten days* march beyond. This 
news made the Bashkirs and Kirghises furious for in- 
stant advance, but Traubenberg refused, alleging the 
condition of his army as unequal to the task. The fe- 
rocious Bashkirs had joined the Russian force solely to 
glut their revenge on their hated enemies, the Kal- 
mucks, and now that they had them within reach they 
determined that nothing should prevent the gratification 
of drenching the earth with their blood. After fiercely 
upbraiding the General for his supineness, they set off 
by forced marches, reached the Torgau in six days, 
swam their horses over, and fell on the Kalmucks, who, 
not dreading any attack at that time, were scattered 
far and wide, supplying the wants of themselves and 
their camels. Extended from thirty to forty miles 
over the plain, the Bashkirs divided into small bodies, 
and dashed on them with the utmost fury, and with 
various success — now cutting down without opposition, 
and again routed by superior numbers. The Khan 
and Zebec were both in the power of the enemy at one 
moment, but another move in the ruthless game re- 
leased them. Finally, Zebec succeeded in marshaling 
a force sufficient to put them to flight. Tb5 two fol- 
13* 
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lowing days increased the force of the Bashkirs and 
Kirghises. These accessions to the enemy's numbers 
being viewed as the advanced column of the Russian 
army, dispelled any lingering hopes of return and for- 
giveness, and forced the dreadful truth upon all, that 
another race must be run. 

At this stage of the proceedings, the treacherous 
Zebec, in order to quiet all opposition to his plans, laid 
a plot to assassinate the Khan, by feigning a message 
from the Hetman of the Bashkirs, asking a private 
conference with the Khan, after nightfall, in a retired 
spot, each to be accompanied by only three attendants. 
Zebec had secreted eight or ten men, who were to rush 
upon Oubacha and dispatch him, the moment he arri- 
ved. Luckily several individuals who had secured a 
number of extra horses with the intention of deserting 
that night, heard the fray, rode furiously in amongst 
them and shot one down, while the others, terrified at 
the sound of so many horses' hoofs, fled. An exami- 
nation of the dead body resulted in the detection of 
the plot; the corpse being recognized as that of a con^ . 
fidential servant of Zebec. 

The poor Kalmucks again fly before their enemies. 
Now the fierce heats of the summer's sun and the mur- 
derous Bashkirs and Kirghises add new horrors to 
their condition. During the first half of their journey 
these, with the accompanying ingredients of fieimine 
and thirst, were yet wanting, to fill up their cup of 
wretchedness. As day followed day they still pushed 
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forward with all their might, yet were never for a mo- 
ment freed from their dire foes. Whichever way they 
turned, the rear was still exposed to their spears or 
cimetars. And, as if nothing in the whole catalogue 
of miseries that man can bear and yet live, should be 
wanting, they now found enemies in front as well as 
rear. If they entered a land capable of supplying the 
necessaries of life, they were sure also of finding in- 
habitants to defend them, and with a fierceness hardly 
less galling than their rear attacks. Still necessity 
compelled them to push forward — their very existence 
demanded it. Yet wearied nature sometimes prompted 
a circuit of many a league through a barren country, 
that their advance might meet with no check, but then 
famine stalked through their host; so that either way 
their case was a grievous one, and still, whether in de- 
sert or fruitful land, the Bashkirs hung upon their rear 
with a pertinacity that nothing could shake off, with a 
malignancy that nothing could mitigate. 

Each succeeding day witnessed a renewal of the 
butchery, and each succeeding day saw multitudes of 
the Kalmucks cut off, without a possibility of revenge, 
for, did they halt to give regular battle to the enemy, 
they immediately fell back beyond their reach, but no 
sooner was the line of march renewed, than they dashed 
again on their rear. The daily renewal of the hideous 
spectacle at last so overcame many of the Kalmucks as 
to sweep away their reason, leaving them nothing but 
the horrible certainty of the never-ceasing and murder- 
ous pursuit of the Bashkirs. "* 
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In this state of madness, daily increasing, they at 
last drew near the frontiers of China. The frightfdl 
desert of Kobi, which bounded the Chinese empire on 
that side, was destitute alike of water and vegetation. 
This yet remained to be crossed, and, with such sup- 
plies as they could procure, they drove on, shaping 
their course toward the fresh water lake of Tengis. 
On the eighth day their stock of water failed, while 
the heat and the fiery onsets of the Bashkirs became 
more and more overpowering. Two days of heat and 
blood yet marked the desert, when on the last morning 
the hills which skirt the lake became visible, and then 
all sense of order or danger was lost in the frenzy of 
thirst. The crowd rushed on with accelerated speed, 
the day the while growing hotter, and the Bashkirs 
cleaving them to the earth almost without opposition. 

The emperor Kien Long was diverting himself with 
the sport of the chase, in the immense forests which 
skirt the desert of Kobi, attended, at a short distance, 
by a numerous body of cavalry, and was the first to 
view the terrific strife. The Khan of the Kalmucks 
had, while resting on the banks of the Torgau, sent 
envoys to him with all the necessary statements and pe- 
titions; the Emperor now, therefore, perceiving that 
the flight was directed toward the lake, immediately 
ordered the cavalrv to march thither, and free them 
from their enemies. 

On reaching the lake, Kalmucks and Bashkirs rush- 
ed in together; every thought banished for the mo- 
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inent but that of water. This oessation was but of 
short continuance. Their raging thirst was quenched, 
and then began the parting scene. The mounted Bash- 
kirs commenced hewing off heads right and left, with 
such avidity as soon dyed the lake with blood ; still, as 
they proceeded with the work of death, fresh multi- 
tudes of victims were arriving, throwing themselves 
in, and drinking the blood of their relatives and friends, 
perhaps the very next moment to have their own swim- 
ming in its place. Others, on foot, equally fiendish, 
seized unarmed Kalmucks, and forced them under, till 
death intervened, or perchance the drowning wretch, 
with the clutch of death embraced his deadly foe, and 
the crimson lake closed over both together. Along the 
margin of the lake, for many an acre, wherever the 
water was not too deep, all the horrible forms of suffer- 
ing and death that the most malignant hatred can con- 
ceive, were presented to view. Yet there was no abate- 
ment of the bloody work, although the Chinese cavalry 
were within sight, winding down the hills which bor- 
dered the lake. At last, as they neared them, such as 
were not too busy, began to band together for safety ; 
which being observed by the commander of a small 
fort on the hill, he poured in a destroying broadside, 
which was repeated at every fresh attempt to form. 
The blood-thirsty dogs now found themselves confront- 
ed with enemies more than a match for them ; they 
therefore desisted from the work of death, and took to 
flight, pursued by the Chinese. And now the certainty 
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that the vast deserts, stretohing away thousands of 
miles, must be retraced by these fiends, compensated 
the poor remnant of the Kalmucks, in some measure, 
for the horrors that they endured — nay the most 
gloomy among them could not but feel that this was a 
retribution beyond what man could inflict, for the most 
unceasing and devilish persecution that was ever visited 
upon a wretched people. 

Two hundred thousand Kalmucks, being all that 
survived, were soon established on the river Ily, by the 
good will of the Emperor, with possessions and privi- 
leges more ample than they enjoyed before. These, 
together with exemption* from wars, were rendered 
doubly sweet, by contrast with the horrible sufferings 
through which they had passed. 

A word with respect to Oubacha and Zebec-Dorchi. 
After the attempt at assassination, the Khan was more 
cautious of his cousin, keeping out of his reach. This 
produced a feud, which continued to increase for some 
time. The Emperor at last informed himself of the 
facts of the case, and then espoused the cause of Ou- 
bacha. This so enraged the daring Zebec that be be- 
gan to plot against the Emperor himself — who finally 
invited the conspirator and his accomplices to an impe- 
rial banquet, where they were every one put to death. 
Thus their deserts were meted out to them, even ac- 
cording to their own measure. 

So perished, ignobly, Zebec-Dorchi — the man at 
whose instigation the Kalmuck people left home and 
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country, and fled oyer howling wastes ; leaving in their 
path the bones of nearly half a million of their com- 
rades, to whiten and to moulder, and none to do the 
rites of sepulture, none to bewail their sad and gloomy 
end. Silent they lie, side by side, or in heaps, sleeping 
the sleep of death ; with no sound betwixt them and the 
cold blue sky, save the howl of the wolf, or the moan 
of the passing wind, as it snatches a kiss from each 
unresisting wreck of mortality. i84i. 




-v.N./j^ THE END. 
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